2 


1 
. 9 8 
* " ö - : 0 — «yy , 
JEL ant” £ 3 7 1 
; -% 
*  » * 
* 4 : - 


Bn Lovers: 


OR, THE 


| Beau Metamorphos 2 


by 2 HENRY WARD, ©D, cnc 


re 


77 Liberty of Choice that ſweetens Life, = 
Makes the glad Husband, and the happy Wife: 
CENTTIVRE. 


* 
EDINBURGH, 


Printed by R. DRUMMOND and COMPANY, 
in S$w42-Cloſe, for the Author. MDCCXLV. 


. ner A 


. 
— — RD pas, » 1 5 
8 n 


Bowe C 1915 


| Dedication, 


Moſt humbly Offer d 


[To all the WorTar 
GENTLEMEN, Lapits, 
and OrTazss. Subſcri- 


bers to the following 
Sheets. N 


— * — 


1 


8 it * been a Gin, Time 
X out of Mind, for Authors of all 
Degrees to apply to ſome particular Pa- 


„ tron 


iv DEDICATION. 
tron or Patrons, for Sanction to beg the 
Credit of their Names, to ſcreen their 


Works from the Envy or Malice of 
little carping Criticks, and pay their 


juſt Acknowledgment for Favours con- 


ferr d, and at the ſame Time to Apolo- 


gize for any little Fault, which might 


L 
Error in the Preſs, for want of Time. 


for more regular Correction) have crept 


into their Works; this being a general 


Affair, and as ſuch upported, I thought 
it my Duty to make an Addreſs by a 
general Dedication, and moſt humbly 
hope all that have honour d me with 


E the Favour of their Names, will ſo far 


continue their Indulgencc as to read it 
with 3 and confider what they 


read, 8 


DEDICATION. v 
read, as the light, tho not the looſe: 
Eſcapes of a young Author: I ſhall not 
vainly boaſt the Merit of theſe Pieces, 
nor meanly decry them, I think one as 
Arrogant as the other Ignorant ; for if 


there can be any Thing more abſurd 
than Self- -praile, it mult be, fooliſhly. to 


"0 cry down the Value of c ones Ware, and 


JJ (TT I ad 
i 


then impudently invite Men of Senſe to 
2 Purchaſe. All I can ſay 1 in their Be- . 


| Thalf is, That they are moſt of em new. 


and my own Production, and I coud © 
wiſh (as the Country Folks ſay) they 
were better for your Sake ; Infallibility 


was never yet given to any Author, 


nor was the beſt of em without Faults, 


tho I bluſh to give myſelf that Title, 
when 1 reflect on the Trifles now offer d 
| 8 
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vi DEDICATION. 


to your View. I hope youll conſider 
this as an Apology, and remember, 


| (Humanum, eft Errare.) 


If might hope to be honour 4 with ; 
the Favour of your Protection, equal to 
my Reception, I have all my Vanity 

ou d prompt me to deſire; I will, how 


ever, flatter myſelf, it is ſo; and, in 


that Aſſurance , make bold to. wblcribo 


1 
Ml Tu- obligd, and 


ever eratefid : 


0 5 bumble Servant, 
Baar Wann. 
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Th. SUBSCRIBER'S NauzEs. vii 


Ju Arey, Ely 
Mrs, Ar EY 2 Books. 
Mr. Joſeph Addiſon. 

Mr. Edward Anderſon; 

= Charles Aviſon. 
r. John Atkinſon. 

Mr. William Aitkine, 

William Alſton, Eſq; 

Mr. William Anderſon. 

Mr. GT 


The Right Honourable, the 


Lord Balgonie. 

The Right Honourable, the 
Lord Belhaven. 

The Right Honourable, the 
Lord Boyd, 

The Honourable Lady Bel- 
] 

Ti ouratle Mr. Patrick 

Boyle. 

Mr. Richard Bell. 

Mr. William Bolam. 

Mr. J. Button. 

Mr. Ralph Buddle. 

Mr. Robinſon Boutflower, 

Mr. Thomas Beaver. 

Mr. Joſeph Barber. 

Mr. James Barclay. 

Mr. Matthew Brown. 

Mr. John Balfour. 

Captain Robert Biſhop. 

Mr. John Brodie Student in 
Phyſick. 

Mr. James Baillie. 

Mr. William Baillie. 

Mr. Edmond Blackall. 

Robert Boyd, Eſq; 


Mr. Robert * of Glaſ- 


gow. 


Parker Bennet, Eſq; | 
Nathaniel Barry, Eſqz 
Mr. John Beveridge, A. M. 
Mr. Thomas Blacklock, © 
Mrs. Blair. X 
Miſs Molly Baird. 
Miſs Jenny Baird. 
Mr. David Bell. 
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The Right Honourable, the. 


Lord Cranſton. 

The Honourable Schaw Cath- 
cart. 

The Honourable Andrew Co- 
chran, Eſq; Lord Provoſt 
of Glaſgow. a 

The 7 Lady Mary 
Cochran. 

The Honourable Lady Clifton. 


The Honourable Mr. Francis 


Charteris-Wemyſs. 
Archibald Campbel, Eſqs 
Charles Campbel, Efq; | 
Colin Campbel Glenmuirg 

Eſq; | 
Duncan Campbel. Eſq; 

Mr. James Campbel. 

Mr. Archibald Campbel. 

Mr. Robert Campbel. 

Mr. Colin Campbel. 

Mr. Archibald Campbel Stu- 
dent in Phyſick. 

Mr. James Campbel. | 

John Campbel, Eſq; of Suc- 
coch. 

Captain Archibald Campbel. 

Miſs Peggy Campbel. 

Miſs Molly Campbel. 

Mr. Adam Cleghorn. 

Mr. John Cleghorn, 2 Books, 

Mr. William Cochran. 
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Mr. James Callender. | 
Mr. William Cuningham. : 
12 Chapple. 
Captain Cox. 
Mr. William Cawlfield. 
Alexander Coken; Eſa; 
Mr., William Carmithael. 
Mr. Donald Cameron. 
: Mr. James Clark. 
*Mifs Jenny Crawford; 
Dr. Cooper 
-Mr. Ralph Cooke. 
Mr. William St. Clair. 
a Mr: Daniel Craigs. 
: | Mr. Ralph Carr. 
Mr. George Charleton. 
Mr. William Cuthbertſon. 
Miſs Diana Copen. 
Mr. James Calder. 
Mr. Adam 8 


Miſs Peggy Dalrymple. 
Mrs. MazDoual. . 
Miſs Peggy Douglas. 

Captain Nobert D Dalrymple. 
James Dunbar, Efq; 
Patrick MacDoual, Eſq; 
------Dirngallin. 

Captain John Dale. 
Mr. Alexander MacDougal. 
Mr. John Dougal. 

Mr. Henry Davidſon; 
Mr. Patrick-Dunbar. 

Mr. Lewis Douglas. | 
Charles MicDoual, Eſqz 
Mr. George Dixon, 

Mr. George Daviſon. 
Mr. Richard Dawes. 
Mr. Thomas Dalton. 
Mr. John Mae Dougal. 
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'The Counteſs of Dundonald. 


vi The SugsckifExs Nauzs: 
| Captain James Dundas. 


Mr. Robert Drumniond bin 
ter, 24 Books. 
E 


; The Right W 14. 


dy Betty Erskine. 


The Right Honourable, ' La- 


dy Anne Erskine. 
James Edgar, Eſq; 
ä 
Mr. Archibald Erskine. 


The Honourable Alexander 


Fraſer, Maſter of Salton. 
William Fraſer, Eſq;z 
Mr. Peter Falconer. 


Mr. Robert Ferguſon: 
Mr. John Forbes. 
Mr. Hugh Fallarton. - 


Mr. Adam Fairholm. 
Monſieur Froment. 


Mr. Andrew Furdice. 


Miſs Jenny Fall. 


Mr. James Fitzgerald. 


Mr. Chriſtopher Forſter. 
Mr. Francis Forſter. 

Mr. William Featherſtone. 
Mr. John Fife. 1 
Mr. Thomas Fife. 

Miſs Harriot Forſter. 


G 
Her ch the Dutcheſs of 


Gordon. 
The Hon. Lady Mary Gordon. 


The Hon. Lady Jean Gordon. 


The Hon. Lady Katharine 
Gordon. 


The Hon. Lady Charlotte 


Gordon. 

The Hon. Lady Glenorchy: 

The Maſter of Glenorchy, 
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The SUBSCRIBERS Naito Ho is 


Mr. John MacGowan. 
James Graham, Eſq; 
William Gordon, Eſgz 

Mr. John Gill. 123 00 
John Graham, Eſq; of Dou- 
galſton, 2 Books. 

Mr. Alexander Gordon. 
Mr. Alexander Garden. 

Mr. William Grant. 
William Gray, Eſq; 


Mr. John Greenwell. 


Mr. John Gales. 
Mr. Robert Greenwell. 
Mr. John Gibſon. 
Captain g Graham! 


His Grace the Duke of Ha- 


milton and Brandon. 
William Hamilton, Eſqg; 
Mr. Walter Hamilton. 
Maſter William Hamilton; 
Maſter James Hamilton; 
Miſs Hamilton. | 
Mr. William Henry. 

Sir Robert Henderſon, Bart, 
Mr, George Henderſon. 
Mr. Hugh Hughes,Comedian. 
Mr. Daniel Hart. 

Captain Henry Heron. 

Mr. Cary Happer. 

Mr. Thomas Hogg, 

Mr. Charles Hume. 


Mr. John Hoſſack. 
Mr. Henry Home of Kames. 


Mr. William Hutton. 
Mrs. Margaret Hay. 
Mr. James Harriſon. 
Mr. John Harriſon, 
Mr; Edward Human. 
Mr, George Humble, 
Mr, John Hodgſom 


Vernon Killwinning 1.6 


Mr, Richard Hawkins, 
Mrs. Elizabeth Hill. 

Mr. Anthony Hunter. 
Mr. Thomas Hutchinſon; 
Mr. John As 


Mr, William Jarvis. 


Alexander Inglis, Eſqʒ 
John Jamſon, Eſgz 


Lady Innergelly. 
Mrs. J ohnſton. 


of Antient and Honourable 
Society of free and accept- 
ed Maſons, 12 Books. 
Ar. Anthony Keefe. 
Sir Thomas Kennedy Bart, 
Mr. Robert MacKinen. 
David Kerinedy, Eſq; 
Mrs. Kennedy of Pinmore. 


Mr. Patrick Lundin. 


Miſs Peggy Lundin. 


----Lumſdaine of Rannyhill;” 
----Lumſdain of Innergelly. 
Alexander Livingſton, Eſgg 
Miſs Peggy Livingſton. 

Miſs Lombe. 

Mr. C. Liddel. 

Mr. William Lowes. 

Mr. —— LI... 
Mr. William Lofthouſe; 


Mr. Peter Loadſman. 


Peter Lundy, Eſq; 

Captain Lumſden. 

Mr. Robert Leith. 

Mr. David MacLeran. 

Mr. David Lainge. a 

Mr. William Lyon, Comedian. 
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'® The SUBSCRIBERS Names. 


M 

'The Right Hotonrable, Lady 
Frances Montgomery. 

The Right Honourable, Lady 

Grace Montgome 
The Honourable John Mur- 
ray, Eſq; | 
Captain Baſil Murray. 
Miſs olly Murray. 5 
Miſs Peggy Murray. 
Mr. Robert Murray. 
Mr. Robert Murray. 
Mr. James Murray. 
Mr. Richard Murray. 
Captain Robert Mirray. 
Mr. James Murray. 
Mr. Henry Milbourn. 
Mr. James Milbourn- 
Mr. John Moriſon. 
Mr. Robert Moriſon. 


Mr. William Montgomery, 


Alexander Montgomery, Eſq; 

of Colsfield. | 

Mr. George Montgomery, 
M. D. 

Mr. Robert Miller. 

Mr., G. Merveilleux. 

Alexander Maxwel, Efq; 

Mr. Thomas Mercer. 

Mr. Robert Myrie. 

Mr. Thomas Matthew. 

Mr. William Montgomery. 

Mr. John Monro. 

Mr. John Medina. 

Mr. John Menzies. 

Mrs. Agnes Melekin. 

Mr. James 1 


George Norville, Eſq; 
Afr. ames. Fey. 


Mr. 


O 
Captain Francis Ogilvie. 
Mr. William Ormſton. 
Mr. John Orr. 
Miſs Anne Ord. 


P 
The Right Honourable, Lord 


Pittenweem. 
Mr. William Parker. 
Ar. George Peacock. 
Ar. Robert Pemberton, 
Robert Pillans. 

John Pitcairn. 

Clement Porter. 

John Paul. 

Ar. William Polſon, 

Mr. Ralph Pringle. 

Mr. Andrew Pringle. 

Miſs Violet Pringle. 

Miſs Peggy Pringle. 

Miſs Nelly Pringle. 

Miſs Philp. 

Mr. Jak Pinchbeck, Toy- 
man, ns, 8 Books. 


Mr. 
Mr. 
Ar. 


Lady Rannyhill. 


Mr. ” David Rollo, 2 Books. 
Mr. James Rollo. 

Mr. John Richiſon. 

Mr. James Ruſſel. 

Mr. Robert Reid. 

Ar. John Robertfon. 
John Reoch. 

. Allan Ramſay, 
Henry Ruſſel. 

. George Railton. 

. Thomas Renwick. 
Francis Rudſton. 
Robert Ryott. 

. John Roſe. 

Henry Rocheſter. . 


Miſs 


1 


Miſs 


The SUBSCRIBERS Names. Xi 


Miſs May Rigg. 
Miſs Mary Rigg. 
Miſs Nicky Rigg. 


-------Rutherford of Farnilie. 


8 
The Right Honourable Earl 
of Selkirk, 2 Books. 
Miſs Mary Lilias Scot. 
Miſs Mary Lillias Scot, j Jun. 


M.iſs Annie Scot. 


Mr. Walter Scot. 

Mr. Archibald Stephenſon. 
Captain Stewart. 

Sir James Sharp, Baronet, 
Dr. Stephenſon. | 


Mr. John Stewart. 


Mr. Alexander Stewart. 
Captain Stone. 


Mr. Robert Strange. 


Mr. Alexander Stevenſon. 
Mr. Alexander Stevenſon. 
Mr. Alexander Stevenſon, 
Mr. Charles Scot. | 


Mr. James Stephens. 


Mr. Hugh Smith. 

Mr. Bernard Senior, 

Mr. Archibald Shiells. 

Mr. John Stewart. 

Mr. John Shore. 

Mr. Thomas Spence. 

Mr. George Spearman, two 
Books. 

Mrs. Sunderland. 

Mr. John Smith. 

Mr. John Smith junior. 

Mr. Bartholemew Smith. 

Mr. Solomon Strollger. 

Mr. Richard Simpſon. 

Mr. Thomas Simpſon. 

Mr. John Spencer. 

Mr. B. Stodart. 

Mr. Robert Surtees. 


Mr. Corney Ste phenſon. 
E 


Mr. Gilbert Turnbull. 
Mr. Alexander Thomſon: 
William Thomas, Eſq; 
Mr. James Tennent. 
Mr. John Thomſon. | 
Miſs Betty Thomſon. 

U 


Mr. William Uſher. 


Mr. Alexander Udny. 


Yo James Ure. 


Mr. Al Mac Vicar. 
Mr. John W a2 ge. 


Ar. John Wa | 
Mr. George Weatherby. 
Mr. Richard Wharton, 
Mr. Robert Wood 
= John Wilſon. 

r. J. Wibberſley, 
275 Henry Ward. 
Mrs, Sarah Ward, 
Mrs. E. Widowfield. 
Captain Weatherburn. 
William Wallace, Eſq; 
Ar. Robert Wilſon. 
Mr. David. Wedderburn. 
Captain Watſon. , | 
Robert Walkenſhaw, Eſq; 


Mr. James Wenſley. 
Mr. Alexander Watſon. 


Mr. James Wincheſter. 
Mr. Robert Wilſon. 


Mr. Robert Wright, 2 Books. 


Mrs. Watſon. 
Miſs Molly Wood. 
T 


Mr. James Young. 
Mr, Thomas Young. 
 Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſong. 
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Sir 7 zmorlyy — Father to Celia. 


Modiiſb, a Fop, i in Love with Celia, and eu- 
tourag'd by Sir Timothy, | 


Conftant, in Love with Celia. 
Friendly, Companion to Conſtant. 
Jeremy, Servant to Sir Timothy: 
Charles, Servant to Conſtant. 


WO ME N. 
Celia, Daughter to Sir Timothy, in Love with 
Conſtant. 


erh, Maid to Celia, a Pert one. 


Scene Loudon, 


Happy LOVERS: 
| O R, 


The Beau Metamorphos d. 


8 G 5 E N * I. 
Mz co NSTANT' Lodgings. 
Conſtant, Solus. 


HAT ftrange Emotions do I find within 
me! My flutt'ring Spirits dance a nimble 
Round, and a glowing Warmth has 
ſeiz d on every Part, through every Vein a thril- 
is Joy does paſs; I doat on the dear Maid, and 
en find no real Satisfaction but in her W 
9 5s 


je 


(2) 
AIR I. Hondel's Auimer. "I 
Dear Celia's Form as T ſurvey, 8 
Hier Smiles a thouſand Wounds impart 
Each Feature ſteals my Soul away; 
Each Glance deprroes me of my Heart, 
Aud chaſing thence each other fair, 


Leaves her own Image only there, 
Leaves ber own Image only there. 


Enter Frienaly. 


Hal. my dear Conſtant, you are the Perfon 
whom I moſt wiſh'd (but leaſt expected) to meet, 


pray how have you ſpent your Time lately? 


Conſt. We us'd fofmerly, Friendly, to delight 
in Books, but we were ignorant then of the plea- 
ſanteſt Partof Knowledge Woman. DearFriend- 
ly, a Sort of Books prohibited at the Univerſity, 
becauſe you grave Dons don't underſtand them. 

Friend. Ah! Conſtant ! Woman is like the 
Weather-cock, always Changing, 

AIX IE Cold and Raw. 

omen moſt are like the Mind 
That is always a- changing; 

Some to Lewaieſs are inclin'd, 

Others to roving and ranging. 

Happy is he who has leaſt to do 

With any ſuch fickle Creature. 

One in a hundred ſcarce is true, 

But falſe we know by Nature. Wy. 

Conſt Pray what makes you ſpeak againſt the 


Ladics? One wou'd imagine you had Ii d in tte 


firſt 


2343 
firſt Age and Infancy of Cuckoldom: Cuſtom al- 


ters every thing, a Pair of Horns perhaps once 
ſeem' d as odd an Ornament for the Head as a Peri- 
wig: but now they are equally faſhionable, and 


a Man is no more ſtar d at for one than the -— © 


Friend. But what fair Creature is this, that 
reigns ſole Miſtreſs of your Heart? 
Conſt. She is Daughter to Sir Timathy Care- 


Jul, without doubt, you have ſeen her. 


Fr. What, Celia“ I know her perfectly well, 
but her Father, I hear, has promis'd her to that 
apiſh Coxcomb, Madiſh, who indeed has a very 
large Income, which ( with the old Gentleman ) 
makes up the Deficiency of his want of Wit and 
Merit, I ſuppoſe. : 

Canſt. She meets my Paſſion with an equal 


Flame -and tho a thouſand Difficulties may dela 
our Happineſs, they ſhan't prevent it: But, ien 


6, can you deviſe no Method in which you 
cou'd be ſerviceable to me. 

Fr. Why, III tell you, "Conſtant, Sir Timothy 
has a great Veneration for a Man of Courage, and 
thinks this fool one, which is one Motive that 
makes him give his Daughter i in Marriage: Now, 
if J undeceive him in that Particular, (as I know 
I can) he may recal his Promiſe to him, and per- 
haps make you both happy in your Loves. 

Conſt. How will you undeceive the Knight, for 
he is prodigiouſiy prepoſſeſs d in the Coxcomb's 
Courage. 

Fr. In this Manner: Mod;/b every Day walks 
under the Piazza, you know, at Twelve, 1 Wil 

| I vil 


\ Mts 
I will be to Day at the ſame time, and caft ſaty« 
rical Reflections on the Ladies, which may pro- 
yoke the Fop to ſend me a Challenge. | 

Conſt. And will very honourably diſappoint 
you, Ha! ha! | 
Fr. Right, Ha! ha! ha! 

Conſt. Sir, L always found you a ſincere Friend; 
but Virtue and Friendſhip are as much out of 
Faſhion now, as Honeſty and plain Dealing. 

Fr. Virtue may indeed be unfaſhionable in this 
Age, for Ignorance and Vice will always live to- 
gether; but Virtue is a Diamond, which, when 
the World deſpiſes, tis plain that Knaves and 
Fools have too much Sway therein. 

Conſt. Ay, Virtue and Diamonds may be very 
like one another, but faith, they are ſeldom the 
Ornaments of the ſame Perſons. | 

Fr. Tm ſorry for it, I am now in hopes to 
meet Mod/h, and ſhall endeavour to compaſs my 
Deſigns on him; for, as the Poet ſays, | 

Great Souls by Inſtinct to each other turn, 

Demand Alliance, and in Friendſhip burn, 


PE [ Exit. 
Conſtant, Solus. 
Pl now endeayour an Opportunity to ſee my 
dear Celia; I ſwear there's not a Feature in that 
lov'd Form that I wou'd change for Worlds. 


ATR III. Loves a gentle generous Paſſion, 
Lovely Woman! greateſt Treaſure 
That on Earth appears divine, 
Bleſs me now beyond all Meaſure; 

Let me be for ever thin, 


. 


Tet 


* 
at 


= 
Let me be for ever thine. 

To thy dear loud Arms I'm flying, 
On the Wings of ſoft Deſire, 
Trembling, ſueing, ſighing, dying, 
To avow my conſtant Fire, 
To avow my conſtant Fire. 


SCENE II. Sir Timothy Careful's Ebuſe. 
Enter Sir Timothy. 
Here, where all my Servants ! Jeremy, Betty, 


where, where are you all. 


Enter Betty. 


Did you call, Sir? | 
Sir 7 m. Aye, deſire my Daughter Celia to 
come to me. 
Betty. I ſhall, Sir. | | 
Exit. 
Sir Zim. How happy ſhall I be, if I can but 


prevail upon my Daughter to marry Mr. Moaiſh, 


he has Four thouſand a Year of his own, which, 
with what L may give her, may make them hap- 
py ; but I know the Girl deteſts him, but III 
make her marry him for all that: However, Ill 
firſt try what ſoft Perſwaſions will do with her--- 
O here ſhe is. 
Enter Celia. 
Betty inform'd me, Sir, you wanted to ſpeak 
with me. 
Sir Tim. Aye, I do ſo; it is to deſire you to 
cat off all Thoughts of your — Conſtant, and 
to 


T3. 
to fix on a Perſon whom I ſhall think prox r for 
you, Mr. Moarſh is the Man I mean, Child, he is 
a Gentleman of a great Fortung, and worthy of 
your Love. 

Cel. Sir, I hope you don t think but that Id 

refer Mr. Conſtant, with his ſmall Fortune of 
Two . a Vear, before that vain Fop with 
his Four thouſand; ſor, if my Fortune (tho but 
ſmall) were but join d to him that I love, twould 
make me happier, than to be ſacrific d to the Em- 
braces of a Man, whom I do, and always ſhall 
abhore, tho' your Perſwaſions be ever ſo much to 
the contrary. 

Sir Tim. Huſſey! No Contiadiions to the 
Match, either prepare to love him, or ſtarve; 
for you ſhan't have a Penny of the Fortune 1 de- 
ſign d you, unleſs you agree to the Propoſals I 
make you. 

Cel. Pray, Sir, conſider how unhappy ſuch a 
Match will make me. 

Sir Tim. 1 ſhall not conſider about it, but 
wou'd have you, nay, command you to receive 
Mr. Moadiſb as one I deſign for "ue Husband, 
Or— | 

Cel. Dear Sir, hear me. 

Sir Tim. Tl hear no more of your a 
Excuſes, Lonce more tell you, expect my Com- 
mands to be obey d. 


AIR IV. Hear me 38 Nymphs, and every Swait. | 
Celia. Be kind, nor longer wWrack my Heart, 
When penſroe Care preſſes; 


My 


Jooſens the Joints. _ 


Word to Conſtant. Send me to a * 


(5) 


My Soul already akes with Smart, 
Then urge not my Diſtrefſes 
With fancy'd Joy, and certain Paine 
Deſpair and Hope moade me, 
Let me no longer ſue in vain, 


Ts Love has thus betray d me. 


Sir Tim. Love has betray'd you, very pretty 
truly; is not Mr. Modiſh as handſome, think 
ou, as Mr. Conſtant, he's as young I'm fare: 
Beſides, he's a Beau, and I wonder that ſhou'd not 
take with you; for I know your Sex are generally 
enamour'd with thoſe fort of Sparks: Beſides, 
he can ſing and dance, then he's as valiant as Her- 
cules; and ſome other great Accompliſhments 


oud find in him, if you wou'd but marry him, 


_ little Rogue? Y Here, let me ſee hold of y 
Hand, I'll ſhew you how he can Dance, (Zu 
tol, and ſings and capers) Oh! my Stitch, odd 


there had like to have been a Caper for you, only 


my Fabrick is very weak, and the leaft n 


Cel. Sir, all this Praiſe will avail nothing; fre 


I can never love him. 


Sir Tim. Love him! why it does not ſighify a 
Fig whether you loye him or. not; marrying for 


Love is quite out of Faſhion now; III allow uch 


Things have been practis d ſome two or three 
Centuries ago, but now it is quite forgot, loye 


him, quotha, ha! ha! ha! 


Gel. Sir, Tdu can never make me falſify my 


| 

: 

' 
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mt | all your Anger can invent to make me change 
| my Love, yet all will be in vain. 
1 | Sir Zim. Heyday! What Thunder i is here, Huſ- 
4% ſey ? get out of my Sight, and let me never ſee 
your Face again. | 
Cel. Sir, T'll go from you with more Pleidiire 
than I wou'd into the Arms of a Man, with — 
I ſhou'd be for ever miſerable; and I ſhould" 
the Deriſion of the whole Town to marry wh a 
Man who has nothing to recommend himſelf, but 
Wealth; Sir, I with my ſmall Fortune, and the 
Man I love, wou'd be contented: to live retir'd 
from all the vicious Pleaſures of this Town, and 
think it happier much, and ſo wou'd you, if you 
had any Conſideration for your Daughter's Welfare. 
Sir Tim. Well, Madam, you may go on an 
Hour longer if you think proper, for I reſol ve 
ou ſhall have none but him; I muſt now to the 
WW Babe about Buſineſs, which 1 ſhall endeavour 
5 to diſpatch with all imaginable Haſte, and at my 
li — expect to find you in a little better Hu- 
mour, or elſe _—_ my Hatred to you for ever. 
. | Exit, 


Celia, Solus. 
Was ever Parent fo cruel! if Conſtant ſhou' d 
not love me at laſt! But T dare believe he's a Man 
of more Honour than to baniſh me in this Extre- 
W e [19-2 
. Enter Betty. . 

Bet. Did you call, Madam. 
Cel. Yes, Go call me a Chair, Fil to my Cou- 
fir and try to diyert my Melancholy. * 
nter 


nter 


("$3 
5 Enter Jeremy. „ ; 
Jer. Madam, Mr. Conſtants below, and deſires 
to know if you are at Leiſure to receive him. 


Cel. Yes, Deſire him to walk in. 
Jer. I ſhall, Madam. f 
FH Enter Conſtant. 
Conſt. My dear Celia! I have not ſeen you 
this Week! A Year it ſcems to me that loves ſo 
true, what Cauſe has prevented the Pleaſure of 
ſeeing you? | ” | 
Cel. My Father's keeping me ſo cloſe at Home, 
or elſe you know too well how far my Inclinations 
preſs me to your Advantage. 
AIR V. The bright God of Day. 
O Conſtant! in vain © 
Im Paſſion conſtrain, 
is you are the Cauſe of my.Graef ; 
I ftrrve, but with Pain, | 
My Love to refram, © 
 Stull, ſtill I can find no Relief. © 
I was now going to my Couſin's to enquire for 
you, to tell you the barbarous Uſage my Father 
treats me with upon your Account; he's now 
gone from me to the Exchange, in the greateſt 
Paſſion in the World, vowing, That if I don't 
marry Mr. Modiſh, he'll turn me out of Doors 
without my Fortune. 
| Conſt. He can't ſure be ſo cruel! However, dear 


LExit, 


Celia, let not his Threats affright you, the little 


Fortune I am Maſter of will be ſufficient to make 
us live happy together, tho' not in 1o grand a 
Man- 
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Manner as I cou'd wiſh for your fake, tho' I don't 
doubt but in a little Time after we are married 
(as IJ take you with all the Pleaſure in the World 
without a Fortune) he muft needs be convinced I 
loye you, and will certainly relent and beſtow 
the Fortune which he now denies; but if he ſtill 
temain inexorable, then, my dear Celia, 

Tove ſhall make up what Fortune does deny, 

Aud Love alone ſhall all our Wants ſupply. 


AIR VI. Did ever Swain a Nymph adore. 
Flowers in Spring are not ſo ſweet, 
Nor yet [0 . e as your Air, 
2 you all lovely Graces meet, 
None ſure with you can &er compare; 
Ble(sd beyond Meaſiire ſhall ] be, 
When once poſſeſs d of lovely thee. 

Cel. Tm convinced of the Sincerity of your Paf- 
ſion, and my Father's Cruelty ſhall give me no 
longer Uneaſmeſs. Pray, when did you ſee 
Friendly? 

Conſt. This Morning, my Dear, he is now gone 
in Purſuit of Modiſb, to find ſome Means to quar- 
rel with him, by caſting ſome Reflections upon 
Women, and, in particular, to defire him to quit 
all Pretenſions to you; fo that, if the Fop's va- 
tant, he'll appoint a Place to fight; which, if 
he does, I'm ſure Friendly will get the better of 
him; but if he proves an arrant Coward (of which 
Tm pretty well affurd) twould cauſe us a great 
deal of Mirth, and may be a Means to make him 
kinder 
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kinder to us after we are married : Therefore, my 
Dear, let us about it inſtantly. 1 


AIR VII. Pretty Pol {ow 


| Come, come away, my Dear, 
For I am now ſmcere ; 
Therefore baniſh all your Fear, 


 Sznce Jm a true Lover. > 


Cel. M hene er I find 
Tou prove kind, 
Tou eaſe my Mind 
Zo think you are no Rover. 


Conſt. Truth of Paſſion pray believe. 


Cel. Tet I fear you may decerve. 


Conſt, Not you, my pretty Dear. 


Cel. Well, here's my Hand, my Heart vou 
have already; 


but T wou'd have you go before me 
to my Coulin „ I'll take a Chair and follow you, 
becauſe it won't be proper for both to be ſeen 80 
out together. 

Conſt. Well, my Dear, your Commands ſhall al- 
ways be obey” done Kißß Ki es her.] 


Farewel, my deareſt, kindeſt, trueſt Love, 
My Diligence ſhall my Impatience prove. 


| Ext. 
Cel. Bag. Call the Chair back again, T'll fol- 


low him before my Father returns; I may de- 


nd, I think, on his honeſt Declaration; which, 
if it changes, makes me eyer r 7 5 
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AIR VIII. King 2 


Should ] diſcover 
My Lover a Rover, 
1 flow my tender Heart o d break, 
To find him purſuing 
My Ruin, Undoing, 
And a the bad Courſes that &er he couid tale, 
Still Im afraid T ſhould forgive * 
And hug him yer cloſer, 
3 rom all Harms, 
Nit mg and Preſſing, 
Still 5 7 Poſe . a 
And fold * with Rapture and Joy in my Arms. | 
Exit. 


SCENE III. The Piazza. 
Enter Mogiſh. 


Well, I am now meditating on that beautiful 
Creature Celia, and now I have a Bottle of Ma- 
deira Wine in my Head, III go and attack him 
with the Air of a Man of Quality. Let me ſee— 

what ſhall J ſay to her? Oh! J have it. Strike 
me crooked, Madam, if ever I ſaw ſo beautiful a 
Perſon ſince my firſt Entrance into human Na- 
ture Then ſhe'll bluſh, and ſay, Lard, Sir, you 
raiſe me beyond my Deſerts Oh! Madam, 
that's impoſſible, tis not in the Power of Words 
to expreſs how charming is that Shape, that Air, 
thoſe 'Tity-white Hands, and all thoſe Pox I, 
don't know what to ſay more, ſplit me fancy 
I * attack her with a heroick Speech out of 
| Alexan- 


le, 
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Alexander the Great, which I believe may prove 
as agreeable to her as any thing in the World 
for I take her to be a little filly, ha, ha, ha, not 
witty enough to marry a Perſon of my Senſe and 
Gaiety of Temper : But however, her Fortune 


is enough to allow us a ſeparate Maintenance, ſo 


J am fatisfy'd as to that point—Pho, Pox, here's © 


Mr. Friendly, my Rivals Companion, what does 


he do this Way ! Pox on him, I can't help meet- 
ing him. | 
nter Friendly. 
Mr. Modiſh, Tm your humble Servant, I ſup- 


_ poſe, Sir, you are in purſuit of ſome of the fair 


Sex. 

Mod. Why, Sir, to tell you Truth, I have 
made no leſs than ſix Levees to Day already, and 
am now going to make the ſeventh to Miſs Celia 


Careful: But, Sir, T'll tell you of a great Mis- 


fortune I met with laſt Night, after the Play; 1 
being always very complaiſant to the Ladies, I 

offered to hand my Lady Hazard to her Coach, 
but up comes a clumſey Cit with a paltry Mask, 
out of the Gallery, threw down the Lady's Page, 
and bruſh'd all the Powder out of my Periwig. I 


wou'd have run the Villain through the Guts, 


rat me, but to be try'd by a Middleſex Jury is 


the Devil you know; for, Sir, if I once get foot- 
ing in a Lady's Eſteem, I ſtand too firm to be 


juſtled out by a worthleſs Cit, Dem me, Sir. 
Fr. How odious the Coxcomb talks, [ Aſide] 


but I hope you are not going to enter into Ma- 
trimony, Mr. Modi ſb. 


Mod. 
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Mod. Pray, Mr. Friendly, what makes you * 

averſe to Matrimony, for my Part I am 2 fond 

on't, that I am going with all poſſible Speed to 
be married to Mis Celia Careful. | 

Fr. Indeed I wou'd adyiſe you, Mr. Modiſb, to 

the contrary, for he that takes a Woman in hand, 

in my Opinion, takes a wet Eel by the Tail, ha, 


ha, ha! 
ATR IX. My Heart was-ſo free, &c. 
A marry'd Man's Life 
Is chiefly in Strife, 


ere's fe 'S few that Cer meet with a Ble 293 
1 But he that lives free 5 3 
| From the conjugal Tie, 

1 happy beyond all expre ſſing. 


Mod. Dem me, Sir, I'll ſuffer no Man to ſpeak 

againſt the fair Sex i in my hearing ! 
Fr. Why, pray what's your Reaſon, Sir. 

Mod. Becauſe I love them, and he that ſpeaks 
againſt them, deſerves to be bcatcn. for a Coward, 
rat me. 

Fr. A Coward! pray, Sir, who isit you brand 
with the Name of Coward? I fancy you mean 
me, Sir, therefore pray quit your impertinent Ad- 
dreſſes to Mi Careful, or elſe it ſhall ſoon. be 
decided who is the Coward, you or I; for I be- 
lieve you apiſh Milkſops boaſt of more than any 
of you are able to perform. 

Mod. Egad now he begins to bully, I have not 
a Word to fay for myſelf; | Aſide] come, Mr. 
Friendly, let all the filly Women in the wo 


7 


1 

be hang d, why ſhou'd you and I quarrel?. prithec 
let's be Friends, pray take a pinch of Snuff. 
F. Dem your Snuff, Sir, do you mean to, af- 
front me. [Strikes down his Box.] 

Mod. Dem it, if I put up ſo groſs an Affront as 
this, I ſhall be the Jeſt of the whole Town 
Sir, this is a very improper Place to quarrel in; 
but if you'll be fo kind to give me a Meeting at 
Four this Afternoon at the Crown-Tavern in Corn- 
Hill, TIll endeayour to ſhew myfelf (as I hope 


you will do) a Man of Honour and Courage. 


Fr. That I ſhall, Sir, you need not doubt, fo 
pray be punctual to your Time, or I ſhall quite 
ſpoil that hatchet Face of yours ſo farewel, 
Snuff-Box. | * IQEExit. 
| Moaiſb, Solus. 0 
Nov, dem me, if I han't brought myſelf into 


a fine Scrape! And how to get out on't I can't 


poſſibly tell—if I meet him, he'll certainly pint. 
— and if I don't, he'll poſt me for a Coward : 


Befides, I ſhall be laugh'd at by Sir Timothy and 
his Family, and when he finds I am not valiant, 
he won't giye me his Daughter ; enfeeble me, if 


J care a pinch of Snuff whether T have her or not; 
for if ſhe won't, there are Ladies enough that 
would be proud of marrying ſuch a ſprightly 


Gentleman as I am, dem me. — Oh! here comes 


Sir Timothy. 
Fa Enter Sir Timothy. 


MI. Modiſb, Your humble Servant, Sir. 


Mad. I am ſuperlatively yours, pray, Sir, how 
does your beautiful Daughter ? May I hope 
| tt 
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to be made one of the happieſt Perſons i in the 
World 


Sir Tim. Really, Mr. Modiſh, J can't tell, for 
the Jade's Head runs ſo much on Mr.” Conſtant, 


that ſhe vows ſhe'll have none but him. But— 
Mod. Dem me, Sir, I wou'd have you to know 


that I'm a better bred Perſon than to force your 


Daughter to wed me contrary to her Inclination. 


Sir, I believe you imagine I can have no one elſe; 


but enfeeble, Sir, if I can't have my Lady Oele. 
roum with twice your Daughter's Fortune, only 


as I promis'd you firſt, T ſcorn to be worſe than 


my Word—Split me, Sir, I fancy you take me 
for a Pander; but if you don't give me a foal 
Anſwer in a Day or two—rat me, Sir, if I don't 
make a Cullender of your Carcaſe — Bravely 
ſpoken, ſtrike me all of a Heap. [Aſide. 
Sir Tim. Be patient, Sir, you ſhall know your 
Anſwer, and if ſhe won't marry you, III never 
look upon her more; and when once. you have 
had her a little while, and given her ſome Fea - 
ther-bed Doctrine, 'twill ſoon put all Thoughts 
of Conſtant out of her Head; and ſo, Mr. Moarfh, 
your humble Servant. Exit. 
Mod. Your Servant, dem me, if I have not 
frighten d this old Fellow away now, T'll be 
hangd; z wou'd I could frighten Friendly as ſoon, 
the time of Mecting draws nigh, I ſhall never. be 
able to go through this Duel, rat me, I wou'd 


freely give fifty Guineas to be fairly off; for if he |}. 


ſhou d ſpoil my Face, I ſhan't be able to ſtir out 


this twelye Months, and then the Ladies will miſs 


me 


# 


N 
me eontamedty; dem me, if P m not in a Hundiad 
3 about this Matter. 

Enter Charles. 
Pray, Sir, was not Mr. Friendly here ſometime 


1 1 Yes, Charles, he was here, but he is 
gone away in the greateſt Paſhon imaginable, for 
= and I have had a ſlight Quarrel, and we have 
inted a Place to meet to have a Duel. Now, 
Charles, what wou'd you adviſe me to do. 

Char. Adviſe you to do, Why, to ſhew yours 
felf a Man of Courage; and meet him at the Time 
and Place appointed. 

Mod. Why really, Charles, I don't much care 
for this Buſine, and ſhou'd be oblig'd to you if 
you'd go itt my room. 

Char. Sir, I humbly thank you, I believe you 
wou'd: But really, Sir, I don't care to have a 
Sword run into my Guts, when I cari as well a- 
void it, [+ Ba, ka 

Mod. Why, truly Charles, 1 car't fy but 


thou art poſitively in the right, becauſe if you 


fhou'd be wounded, you'd perhaps find it a dif- 
ficult Matter to pay the Surgeon : But however, 
I'll give thee thirty Guineas, if you'll undertake 


this Affair for me. 


Char. Why, Sir, I confeſs there is ſome Temp- 
tation in thirty Guineas; but-— 
Mod. Pox! Never heſitate on the Matter, | 


here's twenty more, ſure fifty will do the Buſi 


neſs, won't it, Charles, ha. 
Char. Why, © Won Sir, it may pay the Sur⸗ 
eon for what Wounds I ſhall gel- Bot then 1 
hope 


hope you'll conſider I - 1M have Gmething for 
my Trouble in going ſo far. 

Mod. Well, here's a Note for fifty Guineas 
more, now I hope you're ſatisfied. 

Char. Oh! Mr. Modifſh, you have ſuch a win- 
ning Way with you; but after all, how muſt I 

rſonate you, ſo as not to be known. 

Mod. Oh! here, we'll change Clothes, for then 
he'll take you for me depend upon it So now 
T'll flip into a Chair, and get — for fear any 
Body "ſhou'd know me ; pray, Charles, make 
hafte, 'tis now three o'Clock, and four is the ap- 

inted Hour, ſo don't loſe time, but away, I 
ſin tle thought to be transform'd into a Footman, 
dem me; but however, better ſo, than to have a 
Sword ſix Inches in my Guts, rat me, Chair, 
Chair. [ Exit calling Chair. 

| Char. Was there ever ſuch a Fool, to give me 
a hundred Guineas, and this Suit of Cloaths, for 
nothing but his Cowardice; well, III go now to | 
Mr. Friendly, and inform him of this Affair. I 
ſhall be ſupply'd with Money from my Maſter's 
Bounty too when he hears on't. In ſhort, Peo- 


ple may ſay what they pleaſe, but Money i is— 
18—is— every Thing. 


AIR X. Lads of Duncb. 


The Chambermaid, without the Aid 

Of Gold, will never conſent to plot. 

The V. alet he, too loves the Fee, 

As who is to be found that does not. 

The gaudy dreſs'd Beau, with all his fine Shaw, 

Will neer meet reſpect, except be has got Pence, 
ut 
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| But give him the Gold, you'll find he'll be told = 


Although a great Fool, he's a Man of good Senſe. 


Enter Conſtant, who at firſt Sight takes Charles 
for Mr. Moaiſh. : N 
Conſt. Mr Modiſh, your humble Servant. 
Char. Oh! Sir, - Bows. | 
Conſt. Heyday! What Charles, the Reaſon 
pray of this Transformation??? a 
Char. III tell you, Sir, Ha, ha, ha, here has 
been Mr. Modiſb, and it ſeems Mr. Frienciy and 
he has quarrel'd, aud they appointed a Place to 
fight. Now, Sir, Mr. Modiſh has given me a 
hyndred Guineas and lent me his Clothes, to go 
and meet Mr. Friendly in his room; ſo, Sir, I 
was coming to tell you of it, that you might pre- 
vent Mx. Hide being diſappointed, that's all, 
1 F | 
. Conſt, Very well, Charles, Vil immediately go 


to Friendly, and tell him of this Fool's Cowar- 


dice, and then I'll inform my dear Celia, that he 

may be laugh'd at on all Sides; for as I am mar- 

ried to my deareſt, this may be a means to recon- 

cile me to Sir Timothy; therefore, Charles, away 

in thoſe Clothes to Sir 7amothy's Houſe, for a 

particular Reaſon I have. | 
Char. I ſhall, Si, —[ Exit, 


AIR XI. Happy Clown. 


Conſt. All. Grief and Care PI caſt away, 
And in their room tet Mirth appear, 
To celebrate this happy Day, 
| That gains my lovely fair; © A 
| Hu 


(- 20, » j 

Such Pleaſure and Tranſport poſſeſſes my Mmd, 

As nat till this Moment I ever cdu d find, 
Since ſhe Ilod'd alone 

Has prov'd to my Wiſhes kind. 

| | Exit. 

Sir Timothy's. Houſe. 


| Enter Jeremy and Betty. 
Bet. Well, I think my old Maſter is very 
cruel to his Daughter, to perſuade her to have 
Mr. M-4;ſb, when her Heart is intirely fix'd on 
Mr. Conſtant. | 
Fer. Regard not other People's Affairs, Mrs 
Betty, pray let us mind our own— When ſhall 
be the happy Day, my Charmer. 
Bet. Happy Day, for what, Sauce Box? 
Fer. Why, for us to be marry'd, my dear 
Angel. | 
Bet. Pray, Sir, let me have none of your im- 
pertinent Diſcourſe, I defire you; if you are ſo 
eager to marry, I wou'd adviſe you to propoſe 
that Queſtion to my Lady Rambles Laundry- 
Maid, with whom I believe you have been a little 
too buly. | e | 
Jer. Deareſt Creature, don't wrong me fo, you 
are too well aſſurd of my Behaviour, I think no 
one equal to your charming elf. | 


AIR XII. Ona Bank of Flowers, &c. 


Of all the brighteſt Ladies gay 
That ſhine at Maſquerade, _ 
To me you ſeem more gay than they, 
Though dreſt in rich Brocade. 


. A. 


6 a F. 
80 fair à Creature ue er was ſeen, * 
With charming Shape and lovely Mien, 
Aud a fe al, lal, der, ral. . i 
To tempt all Men to din. | 


Bet. Come, all this won't do, you thought, I 
ſuppoſe, I knew nothing of the Matter; but you'lt 
find I do, and you'd do the ſame by me if you 


TT 
Jer. Pray, Mrs. Betty, moderate your Paſſion: 


cou d, you would ſa, oh, oh. 


| Come I know you only do this to try we allthis 


while, for I know no ſuch Perſon as you menti- 
pned, nor do you, only you love to teaze n 
you Jade you, come let's kits and be Friends. 


| [Ki/es ber. 
Bet. Pray don't kiſs me, don't. 


1 


Puſbes him ſlightly away 
| AIR XIII. Blowzabella, © 
Jer. When the Miſer quits his Treaſure, _ 
I then may prove falſe to the; : 

But hell ne er forſake ſuch a Pleaſure, 
Nor can 1 my lovely She : 
Therefore my Deareſt believe, . 
Aud treat me no more with Diſdain. 
Bet. Fm doubiful, and fear you'll decerue. 
Jer: Can you ſtill cruel remain © 
bet. Shou d I try you, 
To wou'd fiy me, 
Aud I fear inconſtant prove. 


Jer. My Truth never 


Once ſball waver 
From the fair one that ] love. 


Bet, 


Bet. 
Jer. 


22 ) 
Your Words are ſo ſoft and ſo kind, 
_ F ſoon. ſhall ſurrender my Charms. 
Conſent then now, while in the Mind, 
And preſs me with Foy in your Arms. 


Bet. [ Aſide] I like this Fellow mightily, yet 
I love dearly to teaze him; J fancy I muſt marry 
Bim at laſt, to be reveng d on him; well, Why 
that ſerious Look now, ha! ha! ha! | 

Fer. Why, my Dear, I'm igen on the 
Cruelty you treat me with. 

Bet. Cruelty! In what pray? 

Fer. Why, for not marrying you a Month ago 
according to your Promiſe ; now my young Mi- 
ſtreſs is married to Mr. Conſtant, I don't ſee why 
we ſhou'd not follow their. Example, my Dear ; 
for, as we have livd ſo long with Sir 77 rmothy, 
Tl engage he wou'd not be againſt it in the leaſt, 
therefore, pray, Love, let's about it inſtantly. 

Bet. You may chance to repent your Bargain, 
perhaps; but however, here's my Hand, lead me 
where you pleaſe. 


Jer. 


Hou ſbou d cruel prove, tol, lol, hol. 


ATR XIV. Joan, F do thee. love. 


Now we are agreed, tol, lol, ll. 
Let us be marryd with Speed. fol, lol, lol. 


* 


Can you then doubt my Love ? tal, lol, lot; 


os will (wear and He. tol, lol, lol. 


None ſo true as . — col, hol, lol. 

Prithee no more of this, tol, lol,  - 

Prithee then give me a Kiſs, 2 tol, lol. 

Twenty, my Dear, if you with, tol, lol, lol. 
| [Kiſſes her. 


Bet. 


4a 


Bet. Forty, I ſbaut take ill, tol, lol, 4 
- Let us away and then, tal, ol 2 
Bet. Prithee firſt kiſs me again, tol, lol, lot. 
Jer. I will always be true, tol, lol, lob.” 
[Kiſſes her again. 
Bet. Then indeed Twill kiſs you, ol, lol, lol. 
| [She kiſſes him, 
er. Let us then haſte away, ol, lol, lol. 
t. Prithee make no Delay, tol, lol lol. 
(Both together.) 
Where we will go and wed, tol, lol, lot, 
7 ben We i haſte to Bed, tol, hol, tol. 


[ Exit. 
Re-enter Betty. 


Well, I muſt confeſs this Fellow's Addreſſes 


pleaſe me ſo much, that if he had the Confidence 
to ask the laſt Favour, without the Marriage Ce- 
remony, I am ſo weak to think I ſhou'd not re- 
fuſe him; for, when Love has ſet a Woman onee 
on Fire, the s moſt uneaſy till ſhe finds a Man 
(on any Terms) to quench it. 


AIR XV. Trip to the Laundry. 
Though the Fair at firſt ſeems Coy, 
1 ſbe ll la be kiſt, 10 . 
But with autward piſb and ſye, 
Perſuades her Lover to deſiſt ; 
1 et if once he ll boldly ft ſtorm her, 
Hell his Conqueſt gain ne er fear; 
| Let him but with "Kiſſes warm her, 
Soon he Il conquer, you aue def. 
Exit. 
Enter Sir Timotihy, Celia and Conſtant. 8 
. h 0 . | ir 
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Sir Tim. Mr. Mod iſh, a Coward ſay you, Ml 
not believe it. 

Conft. Tis true, upon my Word , Sir, my Foot: 

man is below in his Clothes. 
Sir Tim. Well, Mr. Conſtant, if the Story you 
tell me is true, I I give you my Daughter, to be 
reveng d on him. A Coward? ? Sbud, 1 hate a 
Coward, 

Conſt. He little thinks I'm married to his 
Daughter already; but however, I'll conceal it 
as long as I am fure of his Conſent. Ala. 

Sir Zim. But I muſt be ſatisfied in this Affair a 
little further, before I give you my — here 
Jeremy. / 

Enter Jeremy. 

Did you call me, Sir? h 

Sir Fm. Aye, Step to Mr. Modiſt's Lodging 
* tell him I want to ſpeak to him immediately. 
Erit Jeremy] Nov. Pyr. Conſtant, I ſhou d 
think if he's a Coward, he'll be atham'd to come: 

Con. Oh! I warrant he'll find Excuſe for his 
Cowardice, though a very weak ones 

Enter Feremy. 
Sir, Mr. Modifh is * up. 
Sir Tim. Very well, leave us Exit Jeremy 


Enter Modib new Dreſt. 


Gentlemen and Ladies, I am your moſt humble 
Servant. 


| Cont, Pray, Mr. Modiſh, what's the Reaſon 


you ate new Dreſt, what, are you going to a Ball | 


to Night? 
Mod. ly, FU tell you, Sir, Friendly is "re 
a damn'd 


(#5 ) 
dd cholerick Mg that we quarrel'd to 
ay, and the Place of Appointment for the Duel 


was at the Crotn- Tavern in Cornhill ; and dem 


me, immediately after we entered the Room, we 
went to it damnable hard, and, to tell you the Truth, 
Gentlemen, the firſt Bout your Friend cut off 
the Skirt of my Coat; but, dem me, I wounded 
him twice in the Body, and ¶ all Laugh] Dem 
„Gentlemen, what do you mean, hee s the 
auſe of all this Laughter? 
"O00 Here, Charkes! 


I. Friendy, Beth, and Charks: in Mods 


Mod. Ha! Charles, then I'm 3 " 7 
Fr. Well, Sir, what's the Reaſon you diſap- 

inted me to Day? If it was not for the Reſpett 
= owe this honourable Gentleman, Id ram my 


Sword down your Throat, you Villain you, r 
would ſo. 


Sir Tim. Have Patience, Mr, Friendly, let 155 
come to him a little: Well, Sir, do ye expect to 
marry * Daughter now, ha! Odd I'd fee 

ag d firſt—— Mr. Conſtant, 1 give her to 


you AP all the Pleaſure in the World; and a 


ortune to enable you to live happy together: : 
So nom Mr. Madiſb you are at Liberty to marry 
my. Lady Ogletoun, that you talk d of this Mor- 
ning; but never come Ogling here any more, I 
deſite you, Sir. A Beau, and dare not fight 
jor their * * the Ladies ha! ha! 
ha! 


( 25 ) 
Ha! but bribe a poor Footman, ha! ha ! ha! Dh I 
ſcandalous! 

Char. Mr. Modiſh, you may keep my Livery, 
if you pleaſe, 'twill ſerve you perhaps to go a 
Maſquerading in, Ha! ha! ha! 

"Mod. What the Devil, am I to be the laughs 
ing Stock of every frivolous Fellow, I cannot 
bear this; but however, I'll ſmother my Reſent- 
ment for a While. [ Afede. ) Well, Gentlemen, 
you may be all as merry as you pleaſe, but ſtrike 
me dumb if I care this Snap of my Fingers; and, 
Sir, though J have not your 1 dem me, 
I may perhaps have them that's as agreeable to 
me; and ſo Gentlemen, without Ceremony, I am 

your moſt obedient, devoted, humble Servant. 


Exit. 

All: Ha! ha! ha! 

Sir Tim. Well, Children, Heaven bleſs | you to- 

29% L long to ſee you a Bed — odd, 

Il throw the Stocking, you young Rogues, 1 
will. 

Cel. Sir, there's one W more J have to ask 
of you ? 

Sir Tim. Let it be what it will, T'll grant it 1 
am fo overjoy'd to think you eſcap'd that Co- 
ard Odd, I can't abide a Coward. 

Cel. Why, Sir, Jeremy and Betty are willing 
to follow the Example of Mr. Conſtant and myſelf, 
and be marry'd, but hope you'll let them both | 
continue in the Family. 


Sir Tim. In the F. amily, re that they _ . 


=” ww WS 


2 new One Moon with: 


in Appearance to binder our Happineſs. 


6 3x ) 
and Pll give. them a Hundred Guineas to begin 


Jer. We'll endeavour to deſerve this unex · 
pected Favour, ſo generouſly conferred on us. 

Conſt. Now, my dear Cælla, we have nothi * g 

r. 
Friendly, T have a juſt Senſe of your Friendſhip, 
and hope I ſhall be capable of returning it to your 
Satis ion: Now I hope all are _— 


AIR XVI. Country Bumkin.. 


Conft. Now, my Deareſt, Tam * 


» my Love, of 
S 1 rove. | 
Well 34 7 Hes pofeſt © 


Js to laſt for ever. 


Cel. Tl now baniſh all my Care, 
Since my Loder 
1s no Rover, | 
Tre no Cauſe then to deſpair, 
For now I'm bleſt for ever. 


Fr. I'm pleas d I ſbou d ſneceſs Tful prove | 
To my Frie | 
My chiefeſt. End 
Was to affeſt him in his Love, 
And make 2 happy # for ever. 


Fr. Pl always bleſs this happy Day, 
Now youre mine, 

Lui ne er repine, 

But 


Far. 
But will drive all Care away, 
For now In bleſt for | euer. 


2 H OR US) 


We all now are bleſt 1 
In our Loves, | = 
Our Foy improves, f 

Every one that's here's poſſe 7A 


of Joys to laſt for ever. 
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Dramatis Porſone. 


MEN. 


Mr. Thrifty, Father to Ibella. . 805 


| Sir Simon Scrape-all, in Loye with Wabella, 


and encourag d by her Father. 


Tuelove, a Gentleman of ſmall Tempe, in 
'Loye with Yabella. * 


* 


Plotwell, Truelove's Man, the Plotter. 


Shortgrace, a C baplain. 


| Ananias, a Scrivener. 
| Nincompoop, Sir Simon's Man, 
Cabbage, a Taylor. 
Hp, his Man. 


WOMAN. 


_ Tabella, Thrifty 8 Daughter, in Love with, 


Tuelove. 


1 
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Mor V 4 than one for a 7 . 


4 c * 1. 


8 CEN E, A Dining Room. 


Ener Sir Simon Scrape-all, and Mr. Thrifty. 


Thrifty. 7 HY, Sir Simon din ape-all, 1 a7 

fear not, my Child Cat be yours, 
fince I fay it ſhall be A you may conclude it 
done. 

Sir Sim. Mr. Thrifty, your Conſent was what 
I chiefly defir'd, had I the leaſt Part of Iſabella” 8 
— I ſhou'd be happy, but there's that 
young Prodigal; Truelove, Who has long courted 
your Daughter. 

Thrif. Oh! here comes the Gentleman you 
ſpeak of, the Treatment he receives from me, 
ſhall ſoon eaſe your Fears, and put an End © 
his impertinent — 


ä Buber 


* 


6323 
Enter Truelove. - 

cn: Mr. Thrifty, Good Morrow, Sir amore, 
1 am your very humble Servant. 0 

Thrif. Mr. Truelove, you are welcome, 1 juſt 
now wiſh'd for you. | 
Tue. Sir, I am happy iti having employ d 
your Thoughts, you are ſenfible of the pure Af- 
fection I bear your Daughter. 

Thrif. Mr. Truelove, I having thoroughly con- 
ſidered the many Qualifications | of your Mind, 
external, as well as internal; and 4105 > weighing 
with my fatherly Affection the N eceſſity of pro- 
viding a careful Husband for my Daughter, I do 
here ſolemnly proteſt and v * I think 750“ 
mas Truelove, the fitteſt Porto. in the World 
Not - to be Iſabella Thriftys Husband. _ 

True, How, Sir, ſure you do hut jeſt, all this 
is a Riddle to me. } 

:Thrif. Then, Sir, to unriddle this Riddle, 
without being thought a iN my —_— 


* ſhall never be your Wife. 


True. But Sir— 

-: Thrif. I am not to be mov d. iI vonn 

True. Why then, Sir ab 

Thrif. What then, SrW 3, - 

True. Why then you are a doating old Fool, 
and this accu led Uſurer, whoſe ſole Delight is 


-fifty in the Hundred, who has theſe threeſcore and 
ten Years walk'd about the World, GA; 


Sir Sm. Dead, Sir. 
. True, Yes, dead Sir, you're now 8 por- 
ing on the Earth, as if you were to dig your 
A 8 with your Eyes, or pierce to the Centre, 
to 


‚ũ— . XS 


6 «ay 3 


to ſearch for more e Gold. ——_ Mr. Trifty & vive 


me' your Reaſon why I am not good enough for 
Tabella. 


Thrif. My Reaſon, Sir, Hum ph! And what 
if T am croſs, and wort Sire my Reaſon, Sit, 


what then, Sip ; 


Tue. Afide] L fee the old Man is reſdlute, 1 


muſt now uſe all Means that cunning Plots can 


inſpire, to break this intended Marriage; * 1 
— me to the Soul to think what Miſery ſh 
muft undergo, not in loſing me, but in bent 


joitvd to that eld Fox: 


My free and generous Means Tue t. try, 4 in vain, 
Now T muſt ituſt to Plot wells n Brain. 


3 [ Exif, 
Sit Sim. A bloody minded young Fellow, adod 


, we had beſt be careful, 


Thrif Sir Simon, III call my Daughter, you 
dan court I warrant, Sir Simon, A 
Sir Sim. Aye, Neighbour, n was a Time, 


Eh- 


Thrif. Hang 1 Time, Sir Simon, there i is a Tithe; 
and there ſhall be a Time— here, DR * 
Sir Syn. Leave us not. together, if you as, 1 

am Rruck dumb. ; 


* Enter Wabella. 
Jabel Did you call, Sir. 


Thrif. Yes, Child, be civit to this Gentleman; 


4 my fatherly Care has intended him for your Huſ- 


band, my Preſence is not 6 ir Simon. 
55 ch. : 5 Exit, 
G 1 


/ ( 34 ) 


Sir Sim. IL am confounded with her Beauty, 


how ſhall T begin. [4/2] Brighteſt Paragon of 
Beauty, accept the Offering of a Virgin Heart, 
.who's proud to be made a Sacrifice to your bright - 
Eyes Adod I did not think it had been in 


me; a good Beginning. | Ade. | 


Iſa. Sir, Have you any Buſineſs with me? 
Sir Sim. Yes, Angel, the Buſineſs of Life, the 
Buſineſs for which. we were all born, Love and 
Matrimony ; thou Honey-ſuckle of the fragrant 
Fields, ſweeter than Roſes in the Month of May, 
allow me thus to kiſs this Lilly-white Hand, and 


touch thoſe dear delicious pretty round—Bub- 


bies. Odd I cou'd eat you, you Rogue, you're all 
ſo ſweet. Lo 
Ja. Fy, Sir, you kiſs too hard. 
Sir Sim. And will you then marry me, ſpeak 
my Goddeſs, fpeak——it muſt be ſo, Silence in 
modeſt Virgins gives Conſent. 
Iſa. Sir, in all things, I ſhall prove obedient 
to my Father's Will. 1 Wu 
Sir Sim. My Life, my ſweet Duck, adod I 
love you; and will love you; but when ſhall L 
be happy, eh Deareſt, | 
Ja. Sir, J conjure you not to be too haſty, but 
as my Father thinks fit, as he commands, I ſhall. 
be ſure to obey. | Exit. 


Sir Sim. A curious Girl, faith. | walks about.] 
Enter Thrifty. Tr 

Sir Simon, Sir $7104. . 

Sir Sim. A modeſt Virgin, a Virgin of very 

Bleſing in a 


Thrif. 


few Words, which will be a great 


C 
a 


i. . Ka 


jon 1 O77 bid \Y 


„ ) 


 « Thrif. But, Sir Simon. 


Sir Sim. She's a Miracle of Goodneſs, prodi- 


gious! I did not think it had been in "IR Wo- 


man living. 

Thrif. He's raviſh'd, Sir Simon. 

Sir $749, How happy ſhall T be in that virtu- 
ous Creature. 

 Thrif. But, Sir Simon, do you hear? 

Sir Sim. Oh! Mr. 7. brifiy; I beg ten thouſand 
Pardons, the Greatneſs of my Joy blinded my 
Eye-ſight. 

Thrif. Well, is not ſhe a rare Girl, did not 1 
tell you ſo. 

Sir Sim. You are bleſt with an obedient Dau gh 
— and J ſhall be happy in an obedient virtuous 

ife. 

Thrif. Now, Sir Simon, we want but the fi- 


niſhing Stroke——a Parſon, and a Welles: 


dinner, to compleat your Happineſs. 

Sir Sim. In the mean time let us watch True- 
ve narrowly, he's a dangerous young Fellow, 
ee Father, that is to be, let us be careful. 


LExir, 
SCENE, the Street. 


Enter Truelove. 


Where the Devil is this Plotwell now, he's al- 
ways out of the Way when I ſtand moſt in need 


of his Help——here he comes, ſpread out below 
Uke a Peacock's Tail. 


Enter Plotwell, like 2 Spaniſh Wann 
O Plotewell, come to the reſcue of your dying 


Maſter, help me out of this intricate Labyrinth, 


and 


—ͤ—— — ̊———E— — — Uꝑẽ æʒ : — — 


4 3 N 3 
and you ſhall be counted the Mechiavcl of- the 
A 

VIA I hope, Sir, I ſhall do my Part, I won't 
be outwitted br Plots can do it. 

True. Without your help, ſhe's loſt for ever, 
— Sir Simon Scrape-all. | 

Plot. I know he's to be marry'd to your Mi- 
fireſs —— I know all, Sir, — As I was going to 
Tom Cabbage's, the Taylor, who procur'd me this 
Diſguiſe, paſſing by Mr. Thrifty's Door, Iſabella 
ſpy'd me, and in this Paper acquainted me with 
all Secrets; ſhe had before ſufficiently acquainted 
me how to manage her Father, as to the Spaniih 
Affair. How do Petticoats become me, Sir! 

True. O mighty well, but this Paper fays, Sir 
Simon, is this Afternoon to go to his Houſe in 


_ Chelſea, and to return in the Eyening. 
ot. True, Sir, upon which ( knowing Tm | 


Cabbage to be wholly in your Intereſt) , 
perſuaded him, and one of his Journeymen, diſ- 
guiſed in Masks, and long black Cloaks, to lie 
wait in the Fields, and frighten him as he returns; 
there will be only that Booby Nincompoop with 
him, who is as great a Coward as his. Maſter. 
True, But what Advantage can he be to us. 
Plot. Why this, Sir, he being a ſuperſtitious, 
timorous old Fool, it may make him delay the 
Wedding; but I don't build my Hopes upon 
that, Sir, thanks be to the Fruits of this 1 
Noddle; however, begone, Sir, leſt we be diſco- 
yer'd, and meet me here within half an Hour. 
True. This i is the laſt Time I ſhall trouble you 


= 
gain me but Jſabella, and your Labour is at an 
End. II Exit. 
Plot. I hope this Letter will do the Buſineſs, 
as far as a Face of Braſs, and a Brain full of Cun- 
ning will carry me; J am ſaſe this is the Door, 
J HIT 7 7 n | 
 Thrif. [within] Who's there. 
Plot. A Friend, an't pleaſe ye, Sir? 


MH Enter Thrifty. 
Ods my Life, ſome foreign Lady. 
Plot. Is your Name Mr. Thrifty, Sir. 
. Thrif. Yes, Madam—Your Buſineſs pray. 
Plat. Sir, this Letter informs you. >; \ 
R | | | | Thrifty reads. 
Mr. TRI rT, 5 . 
I am this Day arribd in the River, an 
Board the Tyger from Barcelona, with all 
' your Brother's Riches; I have ſent Donna 
Tbeodoſia before to acquaint you with my 
Arrival; I muſt. ſtay aboard till J have ſent 
all the Goods aſhore, two Cheſts of which 
will come up this Evening by the Tide, the 
Money and Jewels Tl bring myſelf. | 
9, James TrusTY. 
Very good News faith, Miſtreſs, ' I ſuppoſe 
you are the Woman, Mr. Truſty inform'd me off 
in his firſt Letter, whom my Brother left to my 


Oare. 


Plot. Ves, an't pleafe you, Sir, I went over 
about ten Years ago with your Brother, my Name 


was Doll the Buxom, an t pleaſe you, but upon 


4 — a — ads. — 
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( 38 ) 
pur Arrival at Barcelona, he chang d it to Done 
wa Theodoſia. | has 
 Thrif, And pray, Madam, Donna Theodoſia— 
Fl Gear tis a very pretty Name; you can ſpeak 
Spaniſh L warrant better than Enghyſh. = 
Pit. Oh! the Devil, Pm catch'd, but I muſt 
face him down O yes, Sir, it is as natural to 
me as my Mother Tongue, Sir. e 

Thrif. Let us have a ſmattering of this ſame 
Spaniſh, you ſhall teach my Daughter; Languages 
of all Sorts I love, though I can ſpeak but one. 

Plot. There's yet hopes then, he may be im- 
pos d on, he ſhall have ſome Eugliſo Spaniſh— 

Tmedis, Tourdro, humbledre, Servantaro. 
 Thrif. Antdro; I ſwear tis a very noble Lan- 
guage z and pray what may be the meaning of 
r RE ks 

Plot. 1 am your humble Servant. | 
| 1 Thrif. Ods my Life, it comes very near the 
i Engliſh-—= Servantdro, that is as much as to ſay, 
# Servant, IT think T'll learn it myſel 
[| Plot. Nothing more eafy, Sir, I was not a 

| | Week at Barcelona, when I cou'd have ſpoke a- 
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| ny Thing almoſt, that was common or neceſſary. 
Thrif. I think your Face is mightily alter'd, 
I. fince you went oyer with my Brother. _—— 
| Plot. Alas! Sir, living fo long in a hot Coun- 
| try, and then grieving for your Brother's Death, 
wou'd have alter d an Angel, Sir, the beſt of Ma- 


. ſters he was to me. (Weeps. 
I Thrif. Weep not, in loſing him you have found 
1 another, you ſhall live with me, and teach me 
9 1 and my Daughter to talk Anaro, then J ſhall tal K 
1 * with 


c 39 3 
with the Spaniſh Merchants on the Change 
well as the beſt of them ——Ods, my Life. 1 den 
a pretty plump- round Wench, and a warm 
fellow, I warrant her; how my Lips itch to be 
at her, but I muſt not be too ſadden— T'll call 
my * Tſabella, Iſabella. 
Enter Iſabella. 
Did you call me, Sir? 

e  Thrif. Yes, this Gentlewoman was your Uncle's 
8 Servant, and ſince his Death left to my Care, be 
| civil to her, ſhe'll deſerve it. TT Exit. 
* Plat. Now, Madam, obey pe Father, and 
| be civil to me. 
Ia. Well, I fee, Plotwell, our Deſign taken 

rarely, T'll join with you' in any Plot "hat will 


Oo ef N 1 


rid me of that hateful Monſter J leave all to 
you, find you the Means, LII put it in Execution. 
Plot. Let us in and contrive. 
"of I am content. Exit. 
Enter Truelove. _ 


Here, Plotwell was to have met me, and i in- 
form me of his Succeſs; I expect no favourable 
News, Fortune has playd me ſo many * 

Tricks, that III truſt her no longer. 
Enter Plotwell. 

| Oh! Sir, ſuch News! Expect, Sir, to * ſuch 
n- News! Be prepar d to in with Attention, 1 
h, can tell | 
a- True. Death, what can you tell, what News? 

I it be good, keep me no longer in painful Su- 
1d ſpence; if it be bad, I know too much already, 
ne | therefore ſpeak quickly. 


2 Nay, Sir, you're angry, 1 am ſilent, — 


4 E ede irre * 
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but an ill Reward for one that has almoſt waſted 
himſelf 3 into a Conſumption for your Service. 

' Trae. Nay, good Plitwell, be not angry, I 
own J am paſſionate, it is a Failing, but at ſuch a 
Time you can pardon it. 

_ Sir, your Commands ſhall be always o- 
bey'd Then know, Sir, T am admitted into 
Mr. Thrifty s Houſe, the whole Cheat is carry'd 
on with an Air of Truth; ; 1 have gain d the eld 
Man's Heart, and lull'd his miſtruſtful Temper 
alleep, with the Thoughts of the vaſt Riches 
that are coming home; yet the Dragon watches 
the golden Fruit cloſely 1 he is a mere Czp- 
berss, and ſtands Porter at his own Gate; there's 
but one Way to gain Admittance. ; _ . 
© True, Speak it, dear Plotwell, and if T 40 not 
attempt it may I be Gibbeted, or, what is worſe, 
doom'd to live without my Iabella. * 8 

Plot. Thus then, Sir, you muſt immediately 
change your Habit, for this wicked and unſeem- 

Garment ; you muſt be cloathed with a fincti- 

d Cloak, lind with Hypocriſy; a large Band 
Kiffen'd with the Starch of Leal, and a broad 
brimm'd Hat to cover your Eyes from beholding 
the Vanities of this World. 
Tue. But to what End this fantaſtical Dreſs? 
- Plot. You muſt by this Diſguiſe be admitted, 
for Ananias Scribe, Po Scrivener, who is this 
Evening to come and draw the Writings. 

True. Sure, Mr. Thrifty will diſcover the Cheat. 

' Phit. He is not intimately acquainted with 
| bim A black Patch will help that - then hold 

gown your Head; counterfeit the Tone of 5 
— | ea 
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Tealdus, and ſet your gay Looks into the fortiial 


and preciſe ones of an old Philoſopher —— once 
admitted, you muſt eſcape with the Lady by the 
Garden Door— the reſt I leave to you. 
True. Put her once into my ands, and you've 
play d your Part. 
If. T loſe her then, may 1 be ever curſt 
Let ber be _ and Fortune do your worſt; 
Exit. 


8 C E N E, The Fields: 
Enter Cabbage and Ship. 


oo Snip, We ſhall have rare Sport with Sir 


Sitzton, the covetous old Hunks; tho he be my 
Landlord; I'll play him a Trick. 


Sir Sim. [ within] Why Nincompoop, where are 
you, Sirrah? 


Cab. Stand cloſe, there he is, remember. your 


. Part. = [ They retire. 


Enter Nincompoop: Grd 
NV 1. Oh! my decay'd Paunch: Oh! my moſt 


_ Unmerciful Maſter, what a great Foe he is to my 


poor Guts, he makes me keep Lent all the Year 
rTound—Oh |! roaſt Beef, roaſt Beef, when ſhall 


my Noſtfils be fed with thy fragrant Smell, and 


my Belly fill'd with thy delicious Fat and Lean? 
I ſmell a Wedding Dinner, which revives my 


F* Heart, 111 lay about me then, and ſtuff as mach 
Proviſion i in this Carcaſe, as will ſerve me for a 
Twelve-month; many 


an Aſh- i edneſduy, and 
Good=Friday N ight's Supper have I made, and 1 
H ant 


( 42 ) 
am fo lean, I ſcarce weigh Threeſcore on each 
Side, beſides Head, Feet and Garbage. 


Enter Sir Simon. 


You Raſcal, how dare you to leave me alone? 

Nin. 1 hope you'll pardon me, I only went to 
make a little Water. 

Sir Sim. Let us make haſte, there may be 
Rogues in the Fields. 

New. Oh! Maſter? Maſter? Did you ſee that 
great Flaſh of 6 — O! 'tis a 2 
ſtormy Night. 

Sir. Sim. Why, ſure you dream, it is as plea- 
fant an Evening as ever I ſaw, and as calm. 

Nin. Saw you that Oh! Bleſs us. 

Sir Sim. That inded was a dreadful Flaſh, what 
can be the Meaning of Lightning ſo ſweet an E- 
vening. 

Nin. Oh! Im ſtrangely afraid, I tremble eve- 
ry Joint of me. 


Enter Cabbage and Sip, diſguis d unſeen. 


Cab. Give oer old Man the Thought of Ja- 
bella; mark what J ſay, for tis the Devil ſpeaks, 
obey, or ['1l tear you Limb from Limb. | 

Sir Sim. Oh! Bleſs me, Nincompoop, what ſhall 
we do? Oh! defend us; heard you not thoſe 
dreadful Words. Oh! the Devil, he: Devil. 

Nin. Oh! dear Maſter, if he comes, do you 
ſpeak to him, you are a Schollard, . civilly, 
dear Maſter. | 

$11p. Expect the firſt Night that you are in 
Bed to be torn to Pieces. 

Cab. For ſhe is my Miſtreſs. 


4 


55 


„ 
S$nip. And mine. [Both appear. 
Sir Sim. Oh! bleſs me, what ſhall J fay, I ne- 


O 


ver ſpoke to the Devil in all my Life 


good, lovely, ſweet, dear Devil, take her to you, 


and I wiſh you Joy of her with all my Heart ; 

I freely reſign her, let me but go home Oh! 
dear Devils, ſpare my Body, and take all the 
reſt, and Pl never —— with Woman kind e a= 


gain. | 

Cab. Riſe then and be gone. 

Nin. O dear Sir, yield to their Articles, give 
them all the Women in the World, rather than 
be carry'd to Hell. 3 

Cab. Remember your Promiſe. 

Nin. O dear Mr. Devil, Tl be bound for 


him. 


Gab oN we'll pay you a ſ{ccond Viſit. 
[ Exit Cabbage and Snip. 

Sir Sim. I thank you very kindly Devils, I 
had rather your Worſhips wou'd ſtay at home, I 
love none of your Viſits or Compliments, I can 


aſſure you, Viſit ? Quotha, Nincompoop riſe. 


Nin. O dear Devil, I am not to 1 d, 
take my Maſter, and i are me. 
Sir Sim. Tis thy Maſter calls. 
Nin. Is it you, Sir? — Are they gone? — the 
Devil go with them Let us be jogging too, 
ray Sir. 


Sir Sim. Well, it was a happy Thing I met 

* theſe ſame Devils; ; mercy on me, what a Danger 

have I eſcaped, had I married this Devil's Mi- 

ſtrez, what a NO ſhould 1 * had of young 
ones. 


Nin. 


„ 

Nin. Really, Sir, you'd have a lovely Crew 
of them, running and skipping, and playing a- 
bout you, like ſo many young Goats. 

Sir Sim. My Houſe wou'd have been Hell up- 
on Earth; to be cuckolded by a Man is bad, and 
by the Devil worſe and with, every one of my 
Children wou'd have had a cloven Foot, and a 
Pair of Horns Nincompoop, T'll trait to Thrif= 
ys, and bid him keep his Daughter, or marry 
her to the Devil, if he likes him for a Son- in- 
Law. 

For to a Heart like mine the reateſt Evil, 

I nit by far ſo frightful as the Devil. 

[Exit 
End of the firſt ACT, 
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S C ENE, A Chamber. 
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Enter 2 Sir Simon, and Nincompoop. 


Thrifty. RULY, Sir Simon, you tell me 


Wonders, if they are true, but I 
want the Faith to believe them. 


Sir Sim. True, Mr, Thrifty, Do I ſee, do I 
hear, am I alive? Every Buſh in the Fields had 


a thouſand Fairies int, we faw above twenty 
Devils. 


Nin. Aye, Mr. Thrifty, but there were two 
great 


* 


ſtreſs, to get her to himſelf. 


( 


great fetiog Devils, with Eyes as big as full 
Moons, and Horns like Stags Horns; then their 
Mouths vomited Fire and Tod like a F urnace, 
or a Chimney on Fire. 

Thrif. All Fancy, meer Fancy; perhaps you 
bw heard a Bull bellow, or ſeen a Will with a 
Wi 

Nin. Tell him what they ſaid, Sir, Bulls can't 

eak. 
be Sir $77, Adod, that's true, then they ſaid, Mr. 
Thrifty, thoſe two great ſtaring Devils, they 
faid, they ſaid— Adod I'm afraid to tell. 

Thrif. Fear not, they dare not come here. 

Sir Sim. I hope not, I do not deſire 
ſhou'd overhear me; they ſaid - but ſince the 


Devil is the Father of Lies, we are not bound to 


believe him; but they faid, Tſabella was their 
Miſtreſs, and if I — her, they'd tear me 
Limb from Limb. 

Thrif. It is all a Trick, meer Cheat and Con- 
trivance, I ſmoke it, don't you ſmell the Matter, 
Sir 0/201, 


Sir Sim. Truly, I thought they ſmelt plague- 
ly of Fire and Brimſtone. 
Thrif. I tell you, Sir Simon, you are impos d 


upon, I plainly fee it; what do you think might 
be this ſame Devil's Name ? 


Sir Sim. Bleſs me, Mr. Thrifty, marry and A- 
men,— do you think I ask'd his Name? — Bet- 
zebub, or Lucifer, or ſome ſuch helliſh Name. 

Ti brif. What think you of Truelove, he has 
been the Devil that frighted you from your Mi- 


Sir 


„ 


Sir Sim. Adod, that has a Colour, adod it has, 


he's a bold cunning Rogue. 
 Thrif. What? Reſign your Miſtreſs to a Man, 
becauſe he ſays he's the Devil. 

Sir Sim. Now TI think on't, it muſt be him, 
and it ſhall be him, and adod were it the Devil 
himſelf, he ſhould not have her, T'll tell him ſo 
to his Teeth, were he here. 


Nin. Oh! Sir, it is TY 

Thrif. Who, Sir ? 

Nin. The Devil, Sir. 

Sir Sim. Oh! oh! Tm undone, O dear Mr. 
Thrifty, do you ſpeak to him, I have not the 
Heart But T'll part with her, he ſhall have her. 


Enter True{ove, diſguisd like Ayanias. 


I fay unto you, Peace be here. | 
Thrif. Is not a Man of your Years aſham'd to 
be impos'd on. 
Sir Sim. Is there nothing then my Courage 
returns again. 
Fyphrif. None but my Friend Auauias Scribe 
come to draw the Writings. 


Sir. Sim. Oh! Good Mr. Ananias, I beg your 


Pardon, but I took you for the Devil, I ſhall 
hate the Sight of Black as long as J live. 

True. Sir Simon, I ſay unto you, I defy the 
Devil, and all his Works, think not I fay, that 
I am as one of the wicked 


that thy Buſineſs requireth the help of Ananias 

Scribe, let us be ſpeedy. 

1 5 Come, let us go in, and do you hear, 
| Sirrah, 


[Knocking without. 


Friend Thrifty, if + 


in 


te 


tt 


$464 


| * let not a living Soul 1 in without my Ken 


ledge. [ Exit. 


SCENE, the Street. 
Enter Auanias, and knocks, Nincompoop above. 


Who makes ſuch a Noiſe there, rap, rap, rap, 
as if they'd drive the Door down, who are you, 1 
lay, ſpeak. 

Anan. Friend be not fo furious, and I will ac- 
quaint thee with my Buſineſs, in Peace—tell thy 
Maſter Atanias Scribe is at the Door. 
Nin. Are you ſure of that. 

Anah. Sure, Friend, I dare not ſwear, but ve- 
rily I am the Perſon n to the World by 
that Name. 

Nin. Then you are ſure. 

Anan. I am ſure. 

Nin. Then Tm ſure you Lye. 

Anan. Lye, thou 3 Varlet, thy Lye 
I return unto thee, and yerily the F ather of Lies 


| inhabiteth in thee. 


Nin. Sir, Sir, come here, Sir. 

[Thrifty appears above. 
Thrif Who makes this Noiſe here. — 
Nin. A Fellow, an't pleaſe you, Sir, that aue 

he's Ananias Scribe. 
Thrif. Oh! Does he ſo, III Ananias him, Til 
teach him to take other Peoples Name Some 


4 trick of Truelove N zncompoop run down, catch 


the Rogue, and toſs him in a Blanket. —-Sir, III 


be with * immediately. 
1 from above. 
Enter 


1 
Enter Nincompoop and Servants; with a Blanket: || 


Anan. Friend, I fay, where is thy Maſter. 

Nin. He'll wait on you Anon, in the mean 
Time he ſends you this for a Preſent. 

[They ſeize him. 

- Ann: s ye who T am, chat ye uſe this 
violence. 

Nin. We wy at your Deſign; z in with him, 
in with him. | 
\ Aran. Murder! Murder! 


Enter Thrifty, with a Cats: 


Where is the Raſeal that ſays he is Ananias 
Sribe. 


Anan. In the Blanket, Mr. Tori 55 order yvur 


Servants to let me down, TI tell you all. 


Thrif. Let the Rogue down he will conſeſs 
bo ſet you on. 


Ana. Verily thete came unto me a Servant 


of thine, and ſaid unto me; that thou required ſt 


my Preſence to draw ſome Writings. _ 
Thrif. What? My Friend Ananias? , . 
Anan; J muſt not ſwear, but before this N ight 
I did never doubt of my o·õẽn Name. 
. Theif, It is certainly him, and I We 


a 
C 


trick d, outwitted-—-Run Nincompoop, make all | 


the Servants take Arms, ſtop all Doors, Windows 
and Holes, that we may catch the Rogue that 


has abus d us the true Auanias is here, and 


the Pretender within. Friend Scribe, I have 


not Time to beg your Pardon, let us in and pu- 
niſh the . I 


Enter 


A 


18 


( 4s 3 
Enter Truelove, and Ploraell meeting. 

Plot. Oh! Sir, Alls ruin d, we are quite un- 
We... 

True. How! I hope I am not diſcover . 

Plot. The Cheat is found out, I wiſh the De- 
vil had Ananias— What a rare Plot has he ru- 
= Sir, you muſt ſtay now and brazen it out, 


have a Plot in Store yet, therefore Tl away and 
put it in Execution. 


Enter Sir $7 7mon, Mr. Trift iy, M. incompoop, and 


Servants. 


D. if. Now, Lads, ſhew your Courage, we 


have catch'd the Rogue in a Net; he is here. 


Sir Sim. Oh! Is he ſo? we'll get him a Wife. 
Anan. Verily the Spirit of Impurity dwelleth 


in him; how cam'ſt thou to defile that ſanctified 


Garment with thy abominable Carcaſe? 

True. Peace, thou canting Coxcomb, you take 
ſo much Pains in adorning your Body with a holy 
Garment, that you neglect your Soul. 

Thrif. What brought you here; Sir? 

True. My Feet, Sir. 

Thrif. Bur to what End, SP; 

True. To run away with your Daughter, Sir: 

Sir Sim. Oh! abominable Impudence of the 
young Fellows of this Age. 

— 4 Sir Simon, what ſhall we do with him?— 
we'll equip him for the Opera. —  Nincompoop, 
fetch the Kitchen-knife, we'll ſpoil his Sport 3 
here, Lads, take him alive. 

7 rue. Blockheads, ”_ off, the firſt Man 2 

7 


£ — 
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lays his Hands on me, F'll ſhoot him dead; whos ' 
ever is weary of his Life, let him a proach, | 
bs * | Preſents a Piſtol, and Exit. 

7 if. What, is he gone, ye Rogues, ye Raſ- 

cals, ye Cowards, why did ye not %iſke him? — 
afraid of a Piſtol, ye Dogs. (Beats them off.) ) 
Come, Sir Shmon, let us get the Writings drawn, 

and we ſhall foon put it out of this Fellow £ 
Power to play any more Tricks, 


] 

SCENE, The n 5 

; Enter Truelove. | a 
Fortune has ſhew'd her Spite to the utmoſt, 1 


may go hang myſelf now, ; tis impoſſible ts 
retrieve loſt Iſabella. 
„ Enter Plhotwell. 
Wel, Sir, what's to be done, can you think of 
Ho Plot now ? 
Due. I think thy Brain is fo confux', I have 
not a ſettled Thou Fon 
| Plot. Deſpair — yet, Sir, I'll bring al about 
| again ; but I am really brought to my laſt Plot, 
|t all my Wits are at Stake, if I fail in this, I am 
broke for ever, all muſt be ventur d on this Bot- 
| tom, which muſt come ſafe to Shore, or I ſhall 
[ | be a Bankrupt. 
nde know: it, dear Plotwell——< | 
| 4 Comfort to my Soul. 
Plot. o immediately to my Lady Zualuur, 
get her Chaplain, Mr. Short-grace, to go to Tom 
Cabbage, the Taylor's, he knows all the reft, 1 
BP with already told him how to manage Matters 


you; 


MG WW Oaumnpnr - 


1 


tial 


you and Mr. Short-grace muſt endure a ſhort Pe- 


nance, that's all, be quick arid reſolute, away, Sir. 


(Ereunt ſeverally. 
SCEN E, A Dining-Roon. 


Whit Sir Simon, Thrifty, Plotwell, and N 2 


compoop. 


© Thrif. Odsbobs, Sir Simon, I think e 


has advis'd well, for tis but getting a Parſon, and 
all Things are done privately. 
Sir Sim. Truly ſhe is no Fool, all her Words 


are utter d with Wiſdom, and ſhe gives a ſubſtan- 
tial Reaſon for what ſhe ſays. 


Plot. Sir, it muſt be = ſafeſt Courſe, 
they were to be marry d publickly, 7 No 


wou'd hire ſome deſperate Ruffians, like himſelf | 


who wou'd murder al that ſhould oppoſe them, 
and carry off the Bride. 


-Thrif. Get my Daughter ready : Theodyfia, It 
ſhall be done this Ni ight. 


Plot. I have informs d her of your Reſolution, 


Sir, ſhe is very well pleasd, and is ready for you, 


Sir Simon. 

Sir Sim. And adod I am as ready for her. 

- . Thrif, Ods my Life, Sir Simon, you look 16 
airy ; how brisk, how gay, how youthful he looks! 
Theods oſia, is he not won rous youthful for a Man 


of his Age——hold up your Head my Boy, and 
youll look like an A ted. 


Sir Sim. hope — wor't diſcover that T am 


yainted, the. Thought of Marriage has, I TG, 


ks me, I'm grown young again. 
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4 N x. A Sailor, Sir, deſires Admittance. 


Plot. On my Life ſome News from Mr. 7. le 
Tyrif. Admit him. 


Enter Cabbage, dreſs d like a Sailor. 


Cab. Is your Name Thrifty, Sir? 
Thrif. Yes Friend, I have no other that I know 


i 


brought them from on board the Tyger at Dept- 
ford, ſent by Mr. Truſty. 


Cab. Two Cheſts of Goods are without, ET 


Thrif. Tis very well, let them be brought i in 


and ſet down here. 


Enter Men with two Cheſts, in Allen are True- | 


love and 5 hort grace. 
Cab. Mr. Truſty ſays, To-morrow he'll be here, 
and bring the Keys with him. 
 Thrif. Sir Simon, J leave you to take care of 
my Daughter, in my Abſence, T'll but go for the 
Parſon and the Licence, and then Sir Simon. 
Sir Sim. And then Mr. Thrifty, J ſhall be a 


happy Man. [ Exit. * 


Truelove and Short-grace peeping out. 


True. Plotwell, is the Coaſt clear ? 
Short. O dear Mr. Plotwell, as you love my 


Life, free me from my Priſon, I am waſted to 


Hong. 
Plot. Gentlemen, you are at Liberty. 
Short. J am glad on't with all my Heart, I had 
rather ſay Grace to ten Tables, without eating a 
Bit myſelf, than endure ſo much again. 


True. How ſhall we ſecure Sir * r 


"oy 0op F 


Ph. 


4 T* 4 
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d 
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_ Plot. Let me alone to manage them. Good 
Mr. Chaplain, I beg your Aſſiſtance in this Caſe, 
we, haye Occaſion for your Hands as-well as your 
Tongue. 
_ Short. No Violence, I hope, that is againſt 
my Conſcience. 
Plat. Only catch the Booby's Hands, and hol 


them faſt till I tie them, and aſide here 


Nzncompoop. 

Enter Nncompoop 
Did you call, forſooth. 
Vu. "Yes, come here. 

[Short-grace catches his re Hlnds, 
Nin. Oh! Murder! Murder! 
Ph Not a Word, but gape wide, or I'll 
{poll your ſqueaking; gape, 2 5 or 

They gag bim, and tie his Handy, 

True. But here comes the Knight. TRY 


Enter Sir Simon. 


22 Then he has ſav d us the Labour ＋ 805 
ing for him. 


Sir Sim. What Noiſe is this Oh! Bleſs 


me Heaven, Truelove here; Murder, T hie ves, | 


Rogues, Fire. 


True. Hearken, Sir Simon, be Glent, or n 
make you ſo for ever. 
Min. Awe, Awe, Awe. , 


Sir Sim. They have cut my Man's Teng out, 


and will murder me. Good Gentlemen, ſpare 
py Life, and take all T have. 
2 rue. Sir Si _ we haye no ſpite to your Per- 


s 


_ their Noſes N a Poſt, Ell give them a Light. 


<6) 
fon, we ſhall only take Care your Man ſtull 


not looſe yo 
[They tie his Hands behind Bis Back, 10 


e Rope that ties Nicompoop. 


Por. So Back to Back, turn them out to ſoe k 
their Fortunes But ſay leſt they ſhou'd break 


Liang che Candle and Lanthorn 
on Nincompoop's Neck. : 
Sir Sim. Some Pity, good Gentlemen. 

Plot. Shall your Bride go with you, Sir Simon. 
Sir Sim. Oh! you damn 4 Jade, if ever 1 get 


fte, Ti, TU 
Exit. 


8 Plot. So alls ſafe now. - 
Eater Tabela,? * 
J. What Uproar is this? 
Plat. All upon our Account, good . 
get you to your hamber; let Mir. Short-arace 


his Bleffing, and then Maſter do your 
let all be finiſh'd, before the old Man 060006 


> ger you home.” 


Enter Thrift 'y. 


5 that I have got the Licence, the Parſon, 
of the Pariſh is not to be found, I'll not go home 
that one; LI run to my Lady Zealbus, and 
row her Chaplain, Mr. — ho he can do 
it for a Guinea as well as the beſt of them. 

124 Enter Nimcompoup, and Sir Simon. . 

What have we here; eh, What do I ſee, Nin-. 

compoop, 


Len 


˖ 
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compoop, Here, you Raſcal, Sirrah, how came yo 


to leave the Door, contrary to my 8 un- 
guarded * | 


Nin. Yaw, yaw, y | 
 Thrif. I 11 yaw * "with a Vengeance. 

[ Offers to beat him, and ſees Sir Simon. 
"Sir Sim. Oh! Mr. Thrifty, relieve me, 1 faint, 


T die, I ſhall not have Time to fay my Prayers \ 
I'm at my laſt Gaſp. 


Thrif. Sir Simon here too ; then there has been 


foul Play. 
| Sir Sm. Before you ask one Queſtion, pray 
unbind me. j 
\ | Nin. Law, yaw. | | 
Thrif. What the Devil has this Fellow got in 
his Mouth: | 


[rakes out his Gage 


N. 2 T he hardeſt Bone I ever chewed in my Wi! 
Life, Sir, and the wholeſomeſt, it has made a. 
Quart of Water-run from my Gums. ; | 
Now, Sir Simon, you are free, how 
came this about, where is my Daughter, Who 
g; | ty'd you thus, what made you leave the Houſe? 
* Sir Sim. Mr. Thrifty, without putting yourſelf 
to the unneceſſary Expence of ſuperfluous Words, 
MF | knock at that Door, and they'll Kati all your 
4 Queſtions at once. 
, | [Knocks, 


 Truzlbve, appears above. 1 
+ | - True. Who dare knock at this Door with ſuch q 
= Authority? 2 TeV ff 
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Thrif. Look down, you Raſcal, and 10 your 


| Dees ſatisfy that impertinent Queſtion. 


keep the Door ſhut 


True. Mr. 7, orifiy, You are welcome, but you 


muſt have my Wife's Leaye for your Admittance. 
Thrif. Who's your Wife, pray, Sir. 
True. Your, Daughter, Sir. 
Thrif. Am I then outwitted, at laft, 0: you old 
ool, and you overgrown Oaf, that cou'd not 
I could fit you both, 
Tm angrier at this old Sot than at e e | 
True. Rail not at them, Mr. Thrifty, they re 


not to blame, I aſſure you. 


Thrif. Bubbled, cheated, jilted, T ſhall be 
laughed at by the whole World—You old - Aſs, 
you deſerye a Wife, and could not watch her for 
an Hour. 

Sir Sim. Good Words, Mr. 7. brifiy; i with 1 


nad never ſeen you nor your Daughter; if ever I 


go a Courting again, may I break my Neck, as J 
ſtep over the T — and 77 ruelove 1 wiſh yor 


Joy: 


Dori. I'm glad you' ve - mif my Daughter, yo 
wou'd have prov'd a kind Husband, fince you 
can bear the Loſs ſo eaſy; ods my Life, I cou'd 


almoſt be reconcil'd to 'T ruelove, to Wer you, 


you old Fox. 
Sir dim. Spite me, Mr. Thrifty, 1 Gom- your 


Words, this Adventure has both open'd my Eyes | 
and my Heart, for the Kindneſs that Truelove has 


done me, in curing me of this unnatural Folly 
which has expos'd me ſo much, and might have 
done more, (had I been marry'd) that 'To-mor- 
TIVES | TOW 
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row Morning I Il freely give him three thouſand 
Pounds, and thank him into the Bargain. 


Thrif. Say you fo, that's right. | Afide.] 


And are you really married, Mr. Truelove. 


True. Wedded and bedded, Sir. | | 
Thrif. Then it is needleſs to ſtand out, I muſt 


be Friends, ——Sir Simon, once more I embrace, 
not as a Father, but as a Brother, a Friend— — 
Truslove, open the Door, ftand not to capitu- 
late, you have Jabella, and my Pardon without 
asking it; | 


[ Door opens, they enter. 


True. Sir, on bur Knees we ask Forgiveneſs— 


If I have committed any Crime contrary to Law 
or- Juſtice, impute it, Sir, to,my exceſſive Loye 
for your Daughter, and ſtrive to forget it. 


Ta. Sir, I join in my Husband's Requeſt — 
Tis true I have diſobeyed your Will, but I did 
it, to avoid the Miſery I knew wou'd be the 


Conſequence of matching with one I cou'd not 


love. . 


"> Thrif. Well, bleſs you both Mr. Short. grace, 


I thought to have troubled you for a Caſt of your 
Office, but I ſee you have been too quick for me: 
True. Sir Simon, now muſt T pay my Duty to 


you, for you have proy'd a Father, in being the 
Cauſe of a Reconciliation with Mr. Thrifty. 


Sir Sim. I'm glad it lay in my Power, you 
Have been at ſome Pains to win her, and adod no 


Body elſe ſhou'd wear her. - 


Ph. Sir, I hope, I ſhall not be excluded the 
general Indemnity. _ 5 
FS. K Thrill. 


( 38 ) 

 Thrif. Oh! Madam Theodoſia, were you in 
the Plot too ? 

Plot. No more, Theodso ia, but Nick Phtwell 
at your Service. 

Thrift. How | Plotwell, then I am doubly 
cheated, and I find my Brother s Death is alla 
Sham, | 

Plot. Only my Part, . Riches may 
be a coming 1 only brought them here a 
little before their Time, and thoſe are the rich 
Goods that fill d your two Cheſts, ¶ pointing to 

Truelove and Short- grace] one was very well 
loaded, J aſſure you 

Tbrifty. Since all was contrived for the carrying 
on the Match, I pardon all Faults in one, and, 

Sir, were you now unmarry'd, and not worth a 
Groat, you ſhou'd have her; you have toil'd for 
her, and deſerve her. 

True. Sir, next to Iſabellas Love, hd a- 
bove the World I prize, it ſhall be my Study to 
deſerve your's, her Fortune put in the Balance 

with that, is but light, and of ſmall Value. 


Parents ſhould think before their Children wed, 
And not by Intereſt be too blindly led, 

They that are wiſe, in that, the moſt do err, 
te, all ſhould Happineſs to Wealth prefer. 
Let thoſe then chuſe, (whowou'd their Cares prevent) 
Not the moſt Money—but the moſt Content. 
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Pokus, Soxcs, PRoLOGuks, Epi- 
LOGUES, Eprraphs, EPIGRAMS, 
Sc. &c. on various Subjects. 


ADVICE to an aſpiring young Lapy: 
An Occaſional Friendly POEM, 


TFT HE Counſels of a Friend, Belinda, hear, 
Too roughly kind to pleaſe a Lady's Ear, 


| Unlike the Flatt'ries of a Lover's Pen, 
Such Truths as Women ſeldom hear from Men. 


Nor think, I praiſe you ill, when thus I ſhew 
What female Vanity might fear to know; 


Some Merit's mine, to dare to be ſincere, 


But greater your's, Sincerity to bear. 

Hard is the Fortune that your Sex attends, 
Women, like Princes, find few real Friends ; 
Moſt who approach them their own Ends purſue, 
Lovers and Minifters are ſeldom true. 


Hence oft from Reaſon heedleſs Beauty ſtrays, 


And the moſt truſted Guide the moſt betrays. 
Hence by fond Dreams of fancy'd Power amus'd, 


When moſt you tyrannize, you're moſt abus'd, 
2 3 | What 


) 
What is your Sex's earlieſt, lateſt Care, 
Your Heart's deſir d Ambition? To be fair; 


For this the Toylet every Thought employs, 
Hence all the Toils of Dreſs, and all the Joys: 
Far this, Hands, Lips, and Eyes are put to School, 


And each inſtructed Feature has its Rule ; 


And yet how few have learnt, when this is given, 


Not to diſgrace the partial Boon of Heaven. 


How few with all their Pride of Form can move |! 
How few are lovely ! Nature fram'd for Love! 


Do you, my Fair, endeavour to. poſſeſs 
An Elegance of Mind, as well as Dreſs ; 
Be that your Ornament, and know to pleaſe 
By graceſul Nature's unaffected Eaſe ; = 
Bee {till ſuperior to your Sex's Arts, 

Nor think Diſhoneſty a Proof of Parts; 

For you the plaineſt, is the wiſeſt, Rule, 

A cunning Woman is a knaviſh Fool, 
Be good yourſelf, nor think another's Shame 
Can raiſe your Merit, or adorn your Fame. 
Virtue is amiable, mild, ſerene 

Without, all Beauty and all Peace within. 
Scek to be Good, but aim not to be Great, 
A Woman's nobleſt Station is Retreat 'P 

Be never cool reſerve, with Paſhon join'd, 
Love not at all, or elſe be fondly kind ; 

In this, Extremes alone, can truly blefs, 
The Virtue of a Lover is Excel. 


«hy td FF; bad 


Contemn 


( 61 ) 
Contemn the little Pride of giving Pain, 
Nor think that Conqueſt juſtifies Diſdain. 
Short is the Period of infulting Power, 4 en 
Offended Cupid finds his *vengeful Hour, | kee 
Soon will reſume the Empire which he gave, 1 
And ſoon the Tyrant ſhall become the Slave. 
Bleſt is the Maid, and «worthy to be bleſt, 
Whoſe Soul intire, by him ſhe loves poſſeſt, 
Feels every Vanity in Fondnefs loft, 
And aſks no Power, but that of pleaſing mot. 
Her's is the Bliſs, in ſweet Return to-prove 
The honeſt Warmth of undiſſembled Love. 


Theſe Rules purſu'd by you, my Fair, will gain _ 
Content, I hope, and a ſure Reft from Pain. 


The LUCKY THOUGHT: 
3 0 
The Child lay d to the 1 Father. - 


yurro liv'd a private Life, X | 
And ſtarv'd in Bondage with his Wie, 
Did ſhe too ſtarve ? To him at leaſt 
So Matters ſeem'd : But ſhe knew beſt, 
For ſhe was plump, Hiſtorians fay, 
And look'd as Blithſome as the Day. 


* 
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But that, Avarro, underſtood 
Was from her Nature, not her Food. 
One Son they had, but never more, 
Children, thought he, make People poor, 
And Virtue dwells in Self-denial, 
So F11 abſtain from farther Trial; 
Whether the Lady thought the ſame, 
Or not, is nothing to my Theme, 
The Marriage-Articles, which ſaid, 
Madam wou'd always have her Maid, 
Were kept from Suſan, down to Nan, 
Till Dick began to grow a Man. 
Dick, was the Son we juſt now mentioned, 


Who, grown a Man, inform'd the Wench on't, 


The Wench grew kind, as Dic+ grew bolder, 
And was convinc'd of what he told her. 

A lucky Girl may grant a Favour, 

Yet keep her Character for ever; 

But Luck was little of Nan's Side, 

Her Failing grew too big to hide. 

She wept, ſhe ſob'd, ſhe ran quite wild, 
What fhall we do about the --- Child, 
Poor Youth, thy Ruin it will be, 
And I ----- What muſt become of me? 
- Caught in this ſad Dilemma, Dick - 
(Whoſe Faculties were ſharp and quick) | 
Concluded thus, to ſave their Bacon, 
In Father's Net it muſt be taken 


_— 


Nan, 
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Nan, you can ſwear a Lie for once, 

You know the *Squire is but a Dunce 

At worſt, his Worſhip may be wrought on. 

Leave that to me, quoth Nan, well thought on, 

Dick, whiſpers it about the Pariſh, BY 

God knows the Cauſe, but Nan looks queariſh. | b 

[ wiſh, my Father, don't grow young, SAL 

This was enough, the Story rung, 

A Country Servant big with Bairn, | 

Is thought a popular Concern. HON 

So Nan was quickly apprehended, | 

Son, Father, Mother, all attended, 

Before the Juſtice now we find her, 

Dick, prompting all the while behind her. 

His Worſhip influenced before, 3 

Well, Huſſey ! who made you a Whore? 

My Maſter, cries the Quean; and took 

The uſual Oath upon the Book. h 

What ſwore the Slut! Avarro cries, \ 

And lifted up his Hands and Eyes, 

My Wiſe can prove my own Unfitneſs. | 0 

Villain! quoth ſhe, call me to Witneſs ? | 1 

Yes, Letcher, I can witneſs this, 

I've now and then a ſlabb'ring Kiſs ; I 3 | 

That's all, theſe twenty Years and more, 1 
The reſt it ſeems was for your Whore. 

Condemn'd on Evidence fo plain, 


Avarrs urg'd his Age in vain, 


Nan, | A Child 1 


— * 
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6640 
A Child not his, a jealous Wife, 
Were now the Comforts of his Life, 
The Father ſuffer'd for the Son, f 
In this, quoth Dick, no Harm was done- 
But Senſe of Wrong, (with leave of Dick) 
Wou'd touch the calmeſt to the Quick. 
Conſcious, yet cou'd no Proof produce, 
There lies the Strength of an Abuſe. 
True, there's no Injury unknown, 
The Child, you think ſo, is your own: 
But *tis the Devil and all to buy,  _ 
Yet have no Finger in the Pye. 
Obſerve the Difference among Brothers, 
(I mean Avarro) and----ſome others, 
Theſe have the Shame without the Vice; 
"Thoſe pay for all, but get a Slice. 
The former Caſe, though hard indeed, 
With crafty Richards may ſucceed 3 
But ſure the latter often falls 
Within a Mile or two of Pauls, 
Where Courtiers keep good-natur'd Proxies, 
Who live contented with their Doxies. 


— 
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On two young Ladies 1 ironing their Einen. 
* 


W ERE but your Hearts, as are your Heaters warm, 
Your Kindneſs, then, wou'd like your Beauty charm, 


a But 


(65 ) 
But you are Ice, your Lovers all on Fire, 
You, ſtrong Averſion, they, all o'er Defire : 


The Ice will melt, the Fire leſs furious be. 


» A 


A humourous Epiſtle FR M. 170 paily 
Wou d-be, 70 M. iſs Betty Forward. 


M ADA M, I beg your Pardon for the Liberty 1 have 
ä 


In preſuming to ſpeak in an Affair which I: have no Buſi- 
| neſs to ſpeak in; 33 
But you have a Mind to be marry d, it 4 and I have 
A2 Mind to hinder you, 


At leaſt, till you have conſider'd what a Slave Marriage 


will render you; 


* 0 » 


Not but that Mr, John and you might make an excellent 
Bout on t, 


F or Mr. John i is a Gentleman « of Parts, Madam, I make 


no doubt on't : 


But can | you conſtantly ſupply both his Pleaſure and his 
"Expences + * 


Unleſs you can, I'm afraid, notwithſtanding lis fine Pre- 


tences. 


7 Ah! Madam, if he lov'd you: wou'd he bannt Taverns 


* and Publick Houſes. 


| Thoſe who are cruel to their Sweet- hearts, are ſeldom. o- 


ver- kind to their Spoules. a 
L. Where 


\ & 9-. 
| Where he has the Money, Gol knows, but his ill Hues 
bandry is endleſs, 


And before he knew you, 8 dae ſure he was ob- 
lig'd to ſpend leſs. | 


You have a F ortune, I confeſs, but you have not a Mint 


of Money ; 
Or if you had, at the rate he goes on, he wou'd query 
out-run ye. 
Can't you enjoy the Pleaſures of the World, without being 
plagued with a Husband ? 
II was you, I'd ſee Mr. Jobn hang'd, before I'd agree 
to be thus bound ; ; | 
There are generous hearted Men hs) who have very 
good Qualifications. ' 
Follow the Law of Nature,-----What have you to do with 
the Law of Nations. 
In ſhort, Mrs. Betty, if you marry, 1 ſhall be ſorry for 
yourÞolly; 
But if you take my Advice, 1. ſhall rejoice at your Hap- 
WO 


Yours, 
% © 0 „ 1 TRL. 5 : * 7 
PoLLyY----- 


: 


— et. 5 


3 Courtſhip: Oruthe Couple plea d. 


HE Fair with 8 gave 8 : 
Which was receiv'd with equal true Content. 
| We 


CWP 3 
We kiſs d, we toy'd, and did each other view, 
And play'd the Fool----as all young Lovers do. 
In a few Days, to prove as finceT find) | 
Her fickle Temper, like moſt Women kind, 
She, for kind Ufage, Coquets Airs'put on, 
And pleas'd with them, did good Behaviour ſhun. 
And when of various Truths I have diſcours'd, 


I from ill Uſage have good Humour forc'd. 


At length being tir'd with the fatigueing Pain, 
Of prattling Juſtice to a thing ſo vain, 


I prudently withdrew, to ſeck a Fair, 


Who, with Attention, might ſtrict Juſtice hear, 
And leave the thoughtleſs, giddy, filly Elf, 


To play the Fool with Babies, like herſelf. 


Both are at once from dull Indifference eas'd, 
And by our parting, both Pm ſure are pleas'd -__ 
Yet my laft Thoughts of this ſo fam'd a Fibber, 
Is, that her Parents — ſhou'd * 


—ꝗ——b œ — C—_ 


4 PROLOGUE, ſpoke « at the Opening 
of the New Theatre in Hull. 


HEN welcome Showers refreſli the thirfly Plains, 
And Nature kindly aids the Farmers Gains, 
The grateful Peaſants with Oblations crowd, 


To thank their Parent for the Gift beſtow e. 


Thus I, for Favours I've receiv'd from you, 
Offer the Thanks to ſo much Kindneſs due: 
| For 


(G} 
For you we build, for you this Structure raiſe, 
Our Part's to labour, and tis your's to praiſe ; 
Tis that we aim at, and for that we ſweat, 
Which by endeavouring for, we hope to get. 
If a skill'd Swain, ſhou'd, with inceſſant Care, 
Strive ſome choice Bloſſom by his Art to rear, | 


Vnleſs aſſiſted by the enliv ning Sun, 


His Plant muſt periſh, and his Work's undone, 


Tis thus with me, I like the Floriſt toil, 
Have gather'd Sprigs from each theatrick Soil, 


United every Branch, contriv'd the Tree, 

And form'd and furniſh'd what to Night you'll ſee. 
Let but the Fair my weak Endeavours bleſs, © 
And, by their Sunſhine, beam on me Succeſs, 

PII Bud ſecure, if they'll aſſiſt my Cauſe, = 

In Favour grow, and ripen in Applauſe, | 

This let us hope for, all our Fears annul, 


And ſhew to Night we're welcome into Hull. 


An EP ILOGUE on the Cnanus of 


MoN Ex. 


Inſerted at the Deſi ire of ſeveral. of. the Subſcribers. 


( Spoke with a Purſe.) 


HIS is a Charm that does command Mankind, 
A greater Friend than this, you ne er ſhall find. 


t & 
On moſt Occaſions this will ſurely eaſe ye 
For if you've Money, all Men ſtrive to pleaſe ye, 
What will not powerful Money do or undo? 
Money will make a Chriſtian turn a Few, r 


A ſtaunch Fanatic, for Money, will turn Roman 3 


And oft, too oft, makes Man turn to- Woman: 
For *tis the Money makes ſo many Men miſcarry z 
Pray pardon the Miſtake----I mean to marry. 


Money is the old Paint for ugly Faces; 


If Celia's rich, ſhe has a Thouſand Graces. 
Though in her Face there is not one good F Peres 
The Fops will Cry, -=== 

Demme, Madam, You are an angelick C Creature 
Money will tempt an amorous Maid to Sport; " 
Money obtains a Friend in every Court. 

The Rolls, Exchequer, King's-Bench, 3 | 
Nothing with the Lawyers can prevail like theſe, CO 
Oh ! Miracles have been done by Golden Fees. 
For Money Mankind will toil and ſweat ; 

The Father will the Son, the Son the Father cheat: 
And though in Party Arguments they rend and tear, 
Both Whig and Tory in one Mind are here. 


A mercenary Whore, whom you have kept from flarving, 


Wen all your Money's gone, won't reimburſe one F arthing ; 
But, on the contrary, will ſtrive to ſhun ye, 


When, like a Fool, ſhe's ſtript you of your Money. 
But leſt I'm tedious, and you ſhou'd think me rude, 
With an old Tale briefly I'll conclude, 


(-) 
If wiſely i in our Hands the Caſb we keep, 
Be ſure, ma her man 


— 


4 
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An EPILOGUE of Tnaxxs, 


Addreſid to the LADIES, by Mr. Ward, 
and ſpoke on his Benefit Night at T aylors 
4 in Edinburgh, February 1/t, 1745. 


f EN grateful Souls do Benefits receive, 
They're Rill impatient till their Thanks they give: 
To you then, Ladies, my Reſpedts are due, 
Since I my Benefit derive from you ; 1. 

1 ou are the Magneticks that attrack the Men; 
You are the Nymphs that ſwell the Poet's Pen. | 
For You the Poet writes, the Player plays, 
And happy he who gains the fair Ones Praiſe, | 
Your Condeſcenſion, Ladies, is ſo great, 

To come to this (at beſt) ſo ſmall a Treat: 
All Men of Senſe, I'm fure, will me excuſe, 

If I to Compliment my Sex refuſe, 

Where ſuch a Number of fair Ladies ſhine, 
Brighten the Place, and make it ſeem divine ; 
Yet think not I ſo much the Men reje&, 

As for their Favozrs to return Neglect; 

To them, as bound, I will my Thanks _ 
In ſuppliant . with a grateful Heart. 
* 5 May 
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(1 
May Cupid ſtill inſpire the courted Fair,. 
To melt with Pity e'er their Hopes deſpair:; 


And may you, lovely fair Ones, never find. 


A faithleſs Lover, or a Spoyſe unkind. Nl 
May all your Vows and Wiſhes ſtill ſucceed, 
Nor Heaven forlake you at your Time of Need. 


. 
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A Receipt to make Love. 


Two or three Balls, and two or three Treats, 
Two or three Serenades given as a Lure, 

Two or three Oaths how much they endure, 

Two or three Meſſages ſent in one Day, 

Two or three Times led out from a Play, 

Two or three ſoft Speeches made by the Way, 

Two or three Tickets, for two or three Times, 
Two or three Love Letters wrote all in Rhymes, 


Two or three Months keeping ſtrict to theſe Rules 


Can never fail r of Fools. 


- 5 1 


WO or three Dears, and two or three Sweets; 


The je Previſ Quadrilr, | 


HEN at Quadrille fir Chia ahn. 
Her every Look her nn . 
If an unaſking Game ſhe holds 

She knits her Braws, and inward feglds. 
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(95). 


If Mattadores and Kings are there, | 
How much ſhe's pleas'd her Smiles declare. 
Three Kings ! And yet uncall'd; Oh Heaven 
The Stars can hardly be forgiven ; ' © | 
But Oh I her Pain can't be expreſs'd, 

Tf her Sans-prendre Hand, you Beat, 
Sighs rend her Breaſt, her Eye-Balls roll, 
We laugh to ſee her loſe.a Voal. 


— pry * - 
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Love, and a Mutton Chop, 


EAR Sally; Emblem of thy Chop houſe Ware; 
D As Broth reviving, and as white Bread ae 


As ſmall Beer grateful, and as Pepper ſtrong ; 


As Beef Staik tender, as freſh Pot Herbs young ; 

As ſharp as Knife, as piercing as a Fork: 

Soft as new Butter, white as faireſt Pork; 

Sweet as young Mutton; briſk as bottled Beer; 1 
Smooth as is Oil, juicy as Cucumber; 
And bright as Cruet void of Vinegar. 


O Salh, cou'd J turn and ſhift my Love, 


With the ſame Skill, that you your Staiks can move; 


My Heart thus cook'd might prove a Chop-houſe Feaſt, 


And you alone ſhou'd be the welcome Gueſt. 
But, deareſt Sall; the Flames that: you impart, 


Like Chop, and Gridirons, - broil my tender Heart; 4 
; Which, if thy kindly helping Hand ben't nigh, 

Muſt, like an unturn d Chop; burn, hiſs and fry ; 
s And 


( 133 ) 
And muſt at laſt, thou Scorcher of my Soul, 


Shrink, and become an undiſtinguiſh'd Coal, 


1 


1 A — 
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On being expelld a Lady's Company. 


Hus Adam look'd, when from the Garden driven, 
And thus diſputed Orders ſent from Heaven; 
Like him J go, though to depart Pm loth 3 Dy . 
Like him I go, for Angels drive us both. 
Hard was his Fate, but mine ſtill more unkind, - 
His Eve went with him, but re ES . 


| 
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The MOCK LOVER. 


8 nine Strephong on a * „ 
Made Love to Celia, but in Play, | A 
6 Talk'd, kifs'd and ſigh'd, but never thou gt 
0 That Love by Mocking cou d be caught. 4 
Cupid; that little dangerous Bay, 


Was preſent at his ſportive Joy, 

And by his Mother V enus ſwore, ; 

That Love a Jeſt ſhou'd be no more. e | 

The angry God ſtraight fung his Dart, i lan 68 I 

And ſoon transfix' d the Shepberd's 8 Heart: . — ; 

Full of Revenge his Bow he drew, | 

Which made Words ſpoke i in J eſt prove true: 

For Strephon now, the unhappy Swain, + x | | 
And Feels Pain, for counterfeiting Pain. 1 3 x i | 


(#4) 
1 6108 L EV Wil. 


S the young Nn one Morning took her Walk 
With Miſs Coguet, to laugh and idly talk, 

She on the ſudden chanc'd to turn her Eye, 

And a known Female big with Voung did ſpy. 

Pleas'd with the Sight, the wou'd- be wanton, fmil'd 

And bluſh'd, and leer*d, and wiſh'd herſelf with-Child. 

If her Deſire to ſome Men were reveal'd, | 

And the Affair from jealous Eyes conceal'd, 

The forward Chit, with crying fye, or piſh, 

Au. a few Monghs (perhaps) might have her Wiſb. 
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The 3 D bing to a Country 


Curate. 


HEN Molly ſmiles leak her Cow, 
W I feel my Heart I can't tell how, 
When Molly is on Sunday drefſt, 
On Sundays I can take no Reſt, 
What can I do ? on working Days 
I leave my Work on her to gaze. 
What ſhall I ſay ? at Sermons I 
Forget the Text, when Molly's by. 
Good Maſter Curate teach me how 
To mind your Preaching and my Plough, 
And if for this you'll raiſe a Spell, 
A good fat Gooſe ſhall thank you well. 


A ſhort 


Hort 
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A ſhart Deſcription of LONDON. 


1 Churches, mix 'd together, 


Streets unpleaſant in all "IO; 


Priſons, Palaces, contiguous as 


Gates, a Bridge, the Thames irriguous, 58 
Gaudy Things, enough to tempt ye, 
Showy Outſides, Inſides Empty, 5 
Bubbles, Trades, Mechanicks, Arts, 

Coaches, Wheelbarrows, and Carts, 

Warrants, Bailiffs, Bills unpaid, 

Lords of Laundreſſes aſraid ; _ 

Rogues that nightly rob and ſhoot Men, 


Hangmen, Aldermen, and Footmen, 


Lawyers, Poets, Prieſts, Phyſicians, 

Noble, Simple ; all Conditions 

Worth beneath a Thread-bare Cover, 
Villany----- bedaub'd all over; 

Women, black, red, fair, and gray, 

Prudes, and ſuch as never pray; 3 

Handſome, ugly, noiſy, ſtill, 2412 
Some that won't, ſome that will; 

Many a Beau without a Shilling, 
Many a Widow not --- unwilling; | al 
Many a Bargain, if you ſtrike it. 

This is London, How d'ye like it? 


An 


„ 


| ERE lies a Las, 
i Who did ſurpaſs, 
'l In Beauty, all the Nation ; ; 
| Whoſe charming Face, 
1 And Air and Grace, 


Gave all Hearts Palpitation. 


U 


Nor was her Mind 
To Virtue blind, 
But to all good Works given, - 
In Hopes to meet 
| A kind Retreat 
5 Among the Saints in Heaven. 
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And now ſhe's. bleſt 
With Peace and Reſt, 
Which nothing e' er can 2 it; 
And if there is 
An after Bliſs, 
She'll certainly enjoy it. 


Then learn ye Fair, 
In time like her, 
To purchaſe future Pleaſure: 
Left ſudden Death 
'F Should ſtop your Breath, 
E 8 And rob you of that Treaſure. 
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(97) 
An Ferrari n T. B. 4 Quack: a 


Who Furn 4 POET. 


E RE lies 1 bo you'do not know is 
H Half a Quack Doctor, t*othlier half a Poet. 
You'll ſay, Tis ſtrange, but yet I'll prove it true, 
For he was both a Quack, and Poet too 
Who read his Poetry, reap nothing from it, 
Except ſometimes it ſerves them for a Vomit. ' 
I've heard it often ſaid by them that knew him, | * 
They can't tell which was worſe, his Pill or Poem. 
He had one conſtant Practice to allure Men, 
His Works W Os tg d them, 
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The Argon on vn Epitaph. 


* E found, 3 a long experienc'd Life, w_ 
The World's made up of Faction, Noiſe and Strife. 
Riches are Pain, 
The World's a Bubble; 
All Pleaſure's vain, 
And Life a Trouble. 
Plagues I've had many, 
| Comforts but few, 
True Joys, ſcarce any, 
And 0.—.—Adieu. 


( 78 ) 
An EPIGRAM. 


1 LL hold a Crown, quoth Dick to Ned, 

Thou often wrong'ſt thy Neighbours Bed. 
And I, quoth Ned, will lay my Life, 
Thou * n a Tell-tale #7; * 


ANOTHER 


' OUNG Gourtly takes me for a Dunce, 
Y For all Night long I ſpoke-not Once, 
On better Grounds I think him ſuch, _ 

He ſpoke but once, 825 once too much. 


* 
e * 


A: Dialogue Song, Lamang Mr. Heury 
Leer-well, and Miſs Sally Wiſh-it. 


Tune, As I was walking, &c. 


H. EARES T of Creatures with Rapture expiring, 
1 Let me reſt on your Breaſt, 
. > Fs, Sir, you do but jeſt. 
H. Thus let me fold thee with Paſſion expiring, 
S, Pray, Sir, forbear,--he's--a delicate Man. [ Afide. 
Now I'll be angry, [4 de] Begone--and unhand me, 
H. Frown not fo, ſee I go 
S. My Pleaſure now you know. 5 
H. Thus J obey whate'er you command me. 
S. Stay, Sir,---he'll win me now do all I can. Alas. 
| Can one Denial ſo ſoon cool your Fire? 5 
* A. No, Fate alone can quench my Deſire. | 
„ , 


e. 


Yet, 


(0 


S. Yet, Sir, you do but feign. 3 Fe” 
H, Oh! Now . n, * feel my Paſſion grow | 


CO. 
Thus let-me ſeal all my Vows with a Kiſs. 


S. Aſide.] Who can withſtand ſuch wooing ag * 
H. Rapture, and Extaſy ! 
S. Now----now---I faint,-----I die. 


Oh! II can n hold out no TO. 


The bubble Waters conſtant Courſe 


The « Complaint, A "I 


HE Night was füll, the Air lerene, Vn 
Fann'd by a Southern Breeze, 
The glimm' ring Moon might juſt be ſeen, 
Reflecung, through the Trees. 
| 7 TP 


From off the adjacent Hill, 
Woas mournful Ecchoes laſt Reſource, . 
All Nature was fo ſtill. 

1 mic 
The conſtant Lover ſought his Shade, 
By Sorrow ſore oppreſt, 
Cloſe by a Fountain's Margin laid, 
His Pain he thus expreſt. 

IV. 

« Ah! wretched Youth, why did'ſt thou love, 


Or hope to meet Succeſs, 3 
ce Or 


< & )) 


. Thy blooming Hopes to bleſs? | 
V. 

ee Find me the Roſe on barren Sands, 

% The Lilly midſt the Rocks, 

t“ The Grape in wild deſerted ns 

cc The Wolf 2 Guard toF _ 

6 « Thoſe, you, alas! will ſooner ner gain, 

1 And will more eaſy find; Þ 


be Or think the Fair woy'd faithful proye, 3 7 


e Than meet with ought but cold «Dita 


60 In faithleſs Woman kind. 
| BI 
; ©. Riches alone now win the Fair, 
£© Merit they quite deſpiſe; . - 
c The conſtant Lover ee f . 
6 Becauſe not nn, dies: 


Great N Noſes and He J 2 


AM i ills had view'd Kate Betit, a luſcious ba, 
And for her pretty Mouth admir'd her Face, 


Kate had lik'd Sam for Noſe of Roman Size, 
Not minding his Complexion, nor his Eyes. 


They met ſays Sam, alas ! to ſay the Truth, 


I find myſelf deceiv'd by that ſma/! Mouth, 
Alas! cries Kate, cou'd any one ſuppoſe, ; 
I cou'd be ſo deceiv'd by ſuch a Ne .. 
But I henceforth ſhall hold-this Maxim juſt, 
To have Experience firſt, and then to truſt, 
1 # #4 
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